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PREFACE, 



The greater portion of the contents of thia book has al- 
ready been before the public, but not in a collective form. 
The pieces have been scattered over three volumes, and 
several periodicals, with die ezeq^tion of a few that no^w 
appear for the first time* One of the volumes is entirely 
out of print, and another nearly so ; but> independent of this, 
there appear in the author's previous publications various 
poems and passages alluding to temporary and personal 
matters, which time and chrcumstances have deprived of 
interest, or rendered their appearance undesirable. The 
author has been repeatedly requested to bring out a volume 
similar to the one now produced, and he has acceded to 
such requests, because he wished to have an opportunity of 
altering, omitting, and adding. Taken consecutively, and as 
the productions of one person, composed at almost the same 
period of time, the poems might seem to be of a contradic- 
tory character; but it must be borne in mind that they were, 
many of them, written at periods separated by a number of 
years, and are illustrative of the moods of various phases of 
existence. Some are, of course, purely imaginative, or de- 
scriptive, in their character, whilst others are true transcripts 
of the mind and heart. The reader's perception will, it is to 
be hoped, distinguish the real from the ideal ^^ without a 
prompter." There are many youthfiil feelings which the 
authorwould not willingly lose the recollection of, and, though 
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he be no longer in the spring-time of life, he must not forget 
that there are young and susceptible hearts still cherishing 
those affections and bright dreams which are no longer his. 
That love has been a favourite theme with him needs surely 
no apology. Woman is, and ever will be, worthy of all man's 
devotion, whether as maid, wife, or mother, and he trusts 
the time is far distant when she will cease to be the chief 
object of the poet's homage, and the purest source of his 
inspiration. The author ventures to hope that he may, in 
some instances, have touched the heart, or given utterance 
to sentiments not utterly unprofitable. Should he have &iled 
in embodying his thoughts and feelings in strSdng language, 
he will still have the satis&ction of knowing that he has not 
written anything calculated to forward the career of vice, or 
check the progress of virtue. He was born in the heart of 
manufacturing Manchester, and his days have mainly been 
passed in the very thick of its smoke and tumults. If, there- 
fore, his muse should have been occasionally unpropitious, 
he considers that, in justice, some share of blame ought to 
attach itself to the atmosphere in which she has visited hinu 

Harpurheyj near Manchester, 
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THE WANDERING ANGEL. 



An Angel left her heavenly throne, 

And floated 'mid the starry skies, 
And there awhile the spirit shone, J 

Bewildering uptum'd mortal eyes. 
The stars at once lookM faint and dim, 
As if the lark sang morning's hymn ; 

So clear and lustrous was the light 
That from her radiant presence beamM, 

The atmosphere around grew bright, 
And o'er the clouds a glory stream'd. 
Oh ! who can paint the glow intense. 
The vast unstain'd magnificence 

That lies about the home of God ! 
The pure effulgence of that clime 
Imbues with splendour, through all time. 

Those who its paths of joy have trod. 
The Angel hid her glorious eyes, 

And o'er her threw a shadowy veil. 
Then slowly faded from the skies. 

Invisible as summer's gale ; 
And unto earth she downward flew. 
As noiseless as the evening dew, 
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And not a silvery cloud was rent, 
As through its mist the Angel went. 
Perchance it grew a moment bright. 
And showed a tinge of golden light, 
But, ere a gaze was on it cast, 
The sudden gleam away had past. 
And none who breathed the scented air. 
Had token of the Angel there. 
And thus it is that blessed things 
Above us spread their sheltering wings. 
And in the hour of darkest gloom. 
When hopeless sorrow seems our doom, 
When grim Despair, with haggard face. 
Hath made with us its dwelling-place. 
And not a friend appears to cheer. 
With soothing voice, our sad career. 
Then, even then, from realms above, 
Come down the ministers of \oye^ 
And in our sorrow's dark a})yss' '^ 
Stream sunny beams of hope and bliss — 
The night of care departs away. 
And all again is cloudless day ! 
But though we own, in that sweet hour, 
That God hath kindness, love, and power. 
And prayers within our hearts arise, 
And thankful tear-drops blind our eyes. 
We do not see the Angel sent, 
Whose glance divine is on us bent, 
And yet we know not but each air 
Some heavenly visitant may bear. 

'Twas in a dlent, curtain'd room. 

At midnight's haunted hour, 
That, reft of all its early bloom, 

There lay a withered flower — 
A withcT'd flower, a little child, 

lliat used to bound along, 
O'er verdant vale and mountain wild. 

And mock the birds with song ; 
The lilies by the brooklet's brim 
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To him were richest st&re. 
The blue bells from the UiMlges dim, 

With shout of gleey }u»bore. 
Oh ! what a proud and i|light^ prize 
Seem'd many-colourM Mikterflies ; 
And reeds that grew upcfti* the lake. 
To him did sweetest md^ make ; 
And with the ruships grden he playM, 
And many shapes fantastic made, 
Or, seated in the grassy' field, 
Enwove a powerless crown and shield. 
Now pain and dire disease did wring 
That fair and once mo^' happy thing, 
But) when he dreamt his throes away,^ 
He murmur'd of his gladsome play ; 
Or thought he fled o'er field and glen, 
A painless, careless child again ; 
Or caird at times, with, merry whoop, 
Some playmate from a childish troop. 
And, with the sound, once more there caDie 
The room lit up by taper's flame. 
And there reclined his fever'd head. 
Upon that Weary, weary bed, 
And hideous monsters at him glared. 
And from the dusky curtains stared ; 
But then appear'd hi^ mother's face. 
And all things foul feft empty space, 
For not one denion-f^ye could brook 
That gentle mother-S holy look. 
She took his little j^Allid hand. 

And pressed it in her own. 
But, though his face was meek and bland. 

She held but sfkin aiid bone. 
And she by his bedside did stand-— 

To her the worid^was lone : 
The partner of her love was dead. 
And now she wept beside the bed 

Of him, her dying son. 
She prayed aloud in accents wild. 
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Amid despair and tears. 
That God. would spare her only child. 

To bless her widow'd years. 
She sprang in terror from her knees, — 
She seem'd to feel a passing breeze, 

And hear a rushing sound — 
She gazed upon the darkened room. 
But nought was seen amid the gloom. 

And all was still around. 
The Infant did not die that night. 
And when appeared the morning bright. 

In calm repose he slept ; 
And, when that sleep had pass'd away. 
No fever on his life did prey. 

And then with joy she wept. — 
She saw him, in the coming spring, 
Again a rosy, joyous thing, 

Bound on in frolic play : 
She knew not that an Angel guest 
Had looFd upon his place of rest. 

And summoned Death away. 

The boy became a graceful youth, 
With soaring thoughts imbued ; 
The realms of fancy and of truth 

Made glad his solitude. 
The counsels of each ancient sage, 
The poet's sweet and dreamy page. 
The gay romancer's sparkling tale 
Of ladye-love and knights in mail, , 
The gi-ave historian's bookish lore, 
And records of the deeds of yore, 
The labours of the minds that trace 
The wondrous things of earth and space. 
Who pierce the mists of cloudy cars, 
And tread among the burning stars, 
Who cleave the wave, and delve the miue, 
To seek for attributes divine — 
All, all by turns engaged his thought, 
And hues of mind from each he caught, 
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But hot alone in stadions bower 
Was spent each meditative hour; 
The craggy rock, and mountain wild, 
His footsteps to their haunts beguiled. 
And by the margin of the stream 
He loved to stray, and muse, and dream. 
Each living thing of earth and air 
Was to the wanderer's vision fair ; 
Each singing bird that flew along, 
Had joy and rapture in its song ; 
The tiny insect, booming by, 
Brought to his sense a melody ; 
And hill, and valley, field, and grove, 
Spoke to his soul of God and love. 
Not lonely ever did he stray : 
' Amid the meadows green, 
A white and rustic dwelling lay. 

And beautified the scene ; 
And there a maiden fair and mild. 
Simplicity's untutor'd child. 
First look'd upon the day ; 
And there she grew, the blushing thing, 
* As beauteous as the dawning spring. 

And pure as its first flowers. 
While the rich azure of her eyes 
A mirror seemM of summer skies, 

When starry splendour showers. 
And she, the young and spotless maid. 

His early mate had been, 
And ofl; together had they stray'd 
Through many a verdant scene. 
Till childhood's taintless thoughts became 
A bright and purifying flame, 

That fiU'd each heart with joy. 
The girl was now a timid maid, 
' Of her impassioned hopes afraid — 
The youth no more a boy, 
With swelling soul and eye of pride, 
Beheld the maiden by his side ; 
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And oft> m green and tangled shade, 

While moonbeams through the branches play'd. 

His lips had breathed love's tale; 
. And h^ had spoke of Coming j^ears, 
As one whom age had taught no fears 

That earthly joy may fail. 
His soul asyet was holy ground. 
An Eden which i|o snake had found, 

To ieach his heart to grieve ; 
Knowledge had brought not woe or vice. 
His h(^me to him was Paradise, 

Hi$[ love a sinless Eve. 



The heavenly guest look'd on the pair, 
And qwn'd the earth bad creatures fair ; 
For still the Angel linger'd there, 

Aq/d sanctified the spot 
Years are as nought in heavenly clime. 
And/ by the pilgrim-spirit, time 
WasJreckonM not by earthly chime — 

Her own immortal lot 
Caused mortal life more brief to seein 
Than unto us is fleeting dream, 
And; she had stayed awhile to look. 
As one who gazes on a brook, 
To watch a rose-leaf floating by ; 
Or as we mark in April sky, 
The rainbow's rich and varied hue 
Lost in infinitude of blue ; 
Or as, when tossed ^7 fitful gale. 
We view the summer-cloudlets sail. 
Fantastic, in the moonbeams pale, 
Until^ at length, ibey seem to be 
Sprites sporting m a silver sea. 
But now she sky WBrd tum'd her gaze,* 
And long'd for Heaven's efiulgent rays, 
Yety ere she took her noiseless flight. 
In the sweet silence of the night. 
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Whoa all air cund was calm md dijn» 
She breathed lier gUul aiul parting hTinn. 

^^ Father of Heares ! I come, I come, 
Fronr Ihe land of death and mght. 

To dweU agarai in that blessed kofloe. 
Which hath known sot gloom nor blight. 

When the beams of ooon-daj sunlight shine, 
How Am seems each golden ray ; 
' God of all worlds ! haw my soul would pine, 
Were I long from thee away. 

As the child of mortal mother yearns 

To sleep on the parent breast. 
The thought of a wandering Angel turns 

To God as a home of rest 

Could but the sinner one moment see 
liie home where the blest adore. 

With an anguished heart beM ium to thee. 
To worship for evermore. 

Father of Heaven I I come, I eowe» 
From the land of death and night, 

To dwell again in that blessed hame, 

Which halh known noA gloom nor blight.*' 

And then the Ang^ pass'd away. 
As silent as a starry ray. 
And, unheheki by laortaL eyes. 
She cleft the portal of the skies. 



The scene is changed — with brow of care, 
One sitteth in a lonely room. 
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And traces dark his features wear, 

Though age hath cast not there its gloom. 
Why doth he muse, in bitter mood, 
In tins his hour of solitude ? 
A myriad voices breathe his name, 
As one that decks the scrolls of fame, 
And well he knows a future age 
Will dwell upon his glowing page^ 
For even now a nation's praise 
Hath hail'd the poet's deathless lays. 
The warrior's soul his song hath fired, 
The patriot's heart his verse inspired. 
And lips of maiden loveliness 
The minstrel's name have leam'd to bless» 
But 'tis in vain — he feels no more 
The tranquil loy he felt of yore ; 
Dark doubts have mingled with his bliss? 
And poisoned hope and happiness. 
The idol man had deified 
[ Had felt the bitter curse of Pride, 

And, standing on Ambition's height, 
Had deem'd within him shone a Ught, 
Whose bright, though evanescent ray, 
Could guide him ever on his way. 
Kee was his life firom guilty stain. 
And he had gro\)vn of virtue vain, 
And, in the strength of his own will. 
Had thought himself invincible. 
From pure Religion's pleasant ways 
His mind had tum'd, to tread the maze 
Where the bold sceptic seeks in vain 
To trace the links of nature's chain, 
Until around him himg a gloom, 
And life seem'd bounded by the tomb. 
What had his many searchings proved? 
That earth held nought that could be loved. 
That man was but a walking shade. 
Which on an aimless journey stray'd. 
The fiiture unto him did seem 
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An empty and deluding dream. 

Himself the creature of a day, 

A breathing thing of soulless clayj 

An insect sporting for an hour, 

With death and darkness for its dower. 

For him no more the arching skies 

Hid God and angels from his eyes : 

Confusion's mist was all around. 

Before him gloom and night profound. 

What did his downward glances meet ? 

The grave was gaping at his feet ; 

His hope was that the greedy worm 

Might make its banquet on his form. 

And this was now his only trust, 

That clay would moulder into dust. 

No more the day seem'd fair and bright^ 

No more a glory robed the night, 

A cloud within shut out the light. 

No more he spoke with joyful tone. 

His soul* was desolate and lone. 

And blighted hopes, and dark despair. 

For ever held their dwelling there. 

The laurel seem'd to fade away, 

And in its stead the night-shade lay ; 

His youthful yearnings after fame 

A vain and fruitless wish became ; 

The light that should have shone to bless, 

Could only cheer his weariness. 

The spectre Death would aye intrude 

Into his haunts of solitude. 

The Angel who, in childhood's days. 

Had stood beside his bed. 
Beheld him sink in error's maze. 

And bow'd in grief her head ; 
And, from her bright and blessed sphere. 
There fell to earth a pitying tear. 

Is it a vision of the night 

That comes before the student's sight? 
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Upon him breaks a lustre brighl, 
Like dawn (^ sumsaer-moming's lights 
And all aroand his chamber seems 
A halo of celestial beams ; 
About a holy presence lies. 
Yet shape appears not to his eyes. 
And tones are stealing on his ear. 
Most spiritual, sweet, and clear. 

" I stood, oh ! favoured child of earfli, 

Beside thy infant bed ; 
To trace thy reason from its birth, 

I saved thee from the dead ; 
I guided thee throughout thy youth, 

To learning's charmed ground, 
But thou hast left the paths of truth. 

And hopeless error foimd. 
Yet still a watchful glance divine 
Shall deign upon thy course, to shine. 

And guard thy wavering soul ; 
Still shalt thou bare a cheering ray. 
To bless and guide thee on thy way 

To Heaven*s immortal goal. 

^^ Age after age hath passed away^ 

Since lived in prot^ Judea's land 
A spirit in a form of clayr 

To suffer for a mortal band. 
And, shew, 'mid sorrow, blood and strife, 
The truth of an eternal life. 
He came to dissipate the gloom 
That long, had hung around the tomb ; 
In glorious guise he came to prove 
The might and power of Heavenly Love ; 
Love sanctified his living breath, 
Love shone amid the throes of death ; 
From dread Gethsemane it cried, 
From Calvary's dark and bloody tide. 
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It sounderd in tlie dying prayer^ 
And generations on shall bear 
The echoes of its silver toney 
Until is heard from zone to zone 
The great Aichangers trampet^sound, 
Gathering the hosts of dead around. 

^^Oh ! man, with reason weak and vain. 

With doubtings impious and pro&ne, 

Ilow wouldst thou God should Faith sustain, 

And show His great and boundless Love ? 
Hi&Son respired a mortal breath, 
A Grodhead wore a thorny wreath, 
A Martyr died a gory death, 

The sympathy of Heaven to prove. 
Go, search the records of the past. 

Throw from thine eyes the film of Pride, 
And thou wilt find no mist is cast 

Around the course of Him who died. 
Np human evidence can show 
l?hat Christ existed not below ; 
'And only thus speak erring men — 
* He died, but knew not life again.' 
But listen with a willing ear, 
And thou shalt know not doubt or fear. 

Where was the blessed doctrine^ spread, 
That Christ had risen from the dead ? 
Even in Jerusalem was heard 
The glorious and redeeming word; 
Where He was doom'd and crucified 
Was pour'd abroad the gospel-tide. 
'Twas there the Apostolic band 
Preach'd resurrection through the land ; 
There, where no sophists could deceive. 
Three thousand listened to believe ; 
There, where in agony He died, 
Believers grew and multiplied; 
There, where was lately heard the cry 
Of ' Crucify him ! Crucify !» 
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Where scarce had dried the Saviour's blood, 
The true Disciples boldly stood, 
With mien unquailing, to reveal 
Jesus had burst the tomb and seal. 
There, where the stem centurion 
Had guarded the sepulchral stone ; 
Where Judas, traitorous suicide, 
Confessed his hideous guilt and died ; 
There, where the women, in affright. 
Beheld the shape, in garments white, 
That pointed unto Galilee, 
Where they the Nazarene might see. 
Why did these men, in peril's hour, 
Array themselves 'gainst wealth and power ? 
Why did they fearless cry aloud, 
Amid the mighty and the proud ? 
Why braved they sorrow, pain, and death, 
And shrunk not with their dying breath ? 
They saw no terrors in the grave. 
They knew that God was strong to save ; 
Theirs was the firm, unfaltering trust, 
That soars above the realms of dust ; 
Their eyes had seen the Saviour's form, 
Redeem'd from darkness and the worm ; 
Their eyes had seen, their ears had heard, 
From His own lips, the saving word ; 
Their ears had heard, their eyes had seen. 
Their hands had felt the Man serene. 
He came unto them, and they knew 
The doctrine he had preach'd was true : 
The Prince of Life from Death had fled — 
The Lord had risen from the dead 1 

" Behold ! oh, doubter proud and pale. 
For unto me the power is given 

To lift one moment that dark veil. 

Which shutteth out the joy of Heaven. 
. An instant upwards tunl thine eyes — 
No roof shall shade yon orbs of gold — 
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Look through the portal of the skies, 
Son of a thankless race, behold !*• 



A voice is heard in yonder fane, 

That hath a strange, angelic sound, 
And sinners, black with many a stain, 

In penitence are gather'd round. 
The pastor speaks as one inspired 

Above the beings of the earth ; 
His ardent spirit seemeth fired 

With truth that springs from Heavenly birth. 
His eagle glances pierce within, 
And seem to read each secret sin ; 
Wretches who never bow'd before. 
Listen, then tremble and adore ; 
No stony heart, no wither'd soil. 
Is barrier to his ceaseless toil. 
As one on highest mission sent. 
His every tone is eloquent ; 
Impregnate with a grace divine. 
His warning words like beacons shine. 
Yet is the mighty teacher mild, 
And gentle as a trusting child. 
For human Pride within his heart 
Hath long since ceased to claim a part. 
As lamps that flash with splendour bright. 
When burning in the gloom of night. 
Look faint and pallid in the sun. 
So he whose eyes have gazed upon 
The priceless riches of his God, 
Deems all things poor in man's abode. 
He speaks as one whose Faith is sure 
In bliss that must for aye endure : 
He speaks as one whose soul must feel 
The comfort he would now reveal ; 
. As one who sees the only light 

That dawns upon the grave of night ; 
. As one convinced that Faith will beai: 
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The Clip of joy to dark despair. 
And raise, amid the dungeon dim, 
To God a sweet, thanksgiving hymn. 
He knows that Faith hath been the stay 
To diieer the. aged on their way ; . 
. He knows that Faith hath conquered strife, 
And calm'd the troubled waves of life ; 
He knows that Faith alone can spread 
With donrny ease the dying bed ; . 
He knows that Faith can dry the tear 
Of those who linger mourning here ; 
H€ knows that Faith hath power to bless 
The widow and the fatherless : 
To him this gospel-truth is plain--r 
The grave no more can victory gain ; 
The Saviour yieldeth up his breath, 
To take the bitter sting from Death ! 

* . « .♦ * . *. " 

It i3 the blessed Sabbath night. 

And holy stillness broods around ; 
An aged, man, with failing sight. 

Is wrapt in inward prayer profound ; 
And unto God he turns his gaze*-^ 
A smile upon his features plaiyts, 

Ar if hi« soul to bliss were bound. 
^ Beside his couch in silence stand- 
A beautiful and loviiig band, t / 
: Pensive, but not in tears ;''•■' 
He .bends on them his glance$ dim, 
And bids them^ing a fervent hymn 

Of joy, uninix'd with fears. 
He seems to see their mother's shade, 
In youthful bloom, and Hea?^-array'd ; 
Another Wanderer near her stands. 
And beckons him to cloudless lands : 
The Christian sees the sign and dies, 
. And three glad spirits sedc ihe skies. 
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SHAKSPERE. 



How shall we speak of him whose cherish'd name 

Is ImkM t0 glomus and undying. fame ; 

Poet of every clime, aad class, aad age^. 

The worshipped wonder of the world's wide stage ! 

What pen can write, what tongue. <t£^n spe^ of him 

In terms that seem not luatTelefiS/a^d.dim I - 

Yet turn we erer wondering to the past. 

To pierce the shroud round Shakspere's greatness cast. 

How looked he in his mortal lile, how spoke 

Those lips that pasmons numberless have woke ? 

How fashion^ was the temple t^t enshrined 

The rare and matchless jewel of his mind? 

What was the seeming of his human form, 

Ere it became a dweller with the worm ? 

What were the sources from whose founts he drew 

His draughts of knowledge, ever fresh and true ? 

What volumes came before his studious sight. 

Whose leaves for him bore fruits of wise delight ? 

Who were the co-mates of that wondrous man, 

Who knew alike both prince and artizan ? 

With equal skill he painted mirth and woe — 

What joys were his? what sorrows did he know ? 

Alike he knew &e smallest, greatest things, 

The schemes of pedlars^ and the plots of kings, 

The buoyant hopes of youth, the cares of age. 

The quips of jester, and the saws of sage. 

With fairy elves he fiU'd the mystic green. 

Or cast his spells o'er some enchanted scene ; 

For him the past gave up its mighty dead, 

And heroes paced again with mailed tread ; 
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He waved at will his ever-potent wand, 

And forms appeared from known and unknown land : 

His genius and his life must ever be 

At once a miracle and mystery ! 

Great Shalispere ! — at the name each bosom thrills, 

And every heart with fond emotion fills — 

Glory of nations ! 'tis our boast and pride 

To say on England's shore he lived and died ! 

In his own birth-place did his eye-lids close, 

In native earth his " honour'd bones" repose. 

No high ancestral lineage did he trace, 

He was the best and greatest of his race. 

Noblest of nobles, king of sovereign men, 

Who sway the soul, whose sceptre is the pen. 

Wherever mind curbs might, or thought is free. 

The people own his heart- throned majesty. 

We have the dwelling where his childish eyes 

First leam'd to look upon the blessed skies. 

Where once he chmg around the parent knee, 

And lisp'd the words of guileless infancy. 

There pass'd the morning of his life, whose prime 

Pour'd quenchless splendour o'er his land and time 5 

And near that home came on his eve and night — 

To him the heralds of immortal light. 

And shall we suffer then to pass away 

Our Shakspere's home like things of common clay 5 

Shall ruin desecrate his loved retreat, 

The hallow'd shrine of thousand pilgrim feet ? 

It must not be ! — those lowly walls shall stand. 

Guarded with reverent care, to grace the land ; 

And countless suns shall yet a radiance shed 

P'er that dear roof which shelter'd Shakspere'jB head J 
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THE VIOLET AND THE ROSE. 



" Awake, my sister ! " — the low words came 

From the bed where a young rose grew — 
"Awake thee, my sister violet. 

And open thine eyes of blue ; 
Shake the silver dew from thy lovely head, 

And thy perfumed leaves unfold, 
And rejoice like me in the blessed light 

Of the morning's living gold. 

" All other fair buds are gazing out, 

And wooing the shining sun. 
And I hear the echo of bounding feet, 

By the passing breeze borne on ; 
Perchance some maiden may wander by, 

And look on our place of rest, 
And bear us away from our lowly home, 

To repose on her own fair breast. 

" Oh, bliss, to repose on so lovely a couch. 

And be gazed on by beauty's eye ; 
Oh, bliss, to be praised by her gentle voice. 

And be fann'd by her fragrant sigh. 
How long must we dwell on the joyless earth ? 

How long must we linger here ? 
Say, do'st thou not pine for a prouder lot ? 

Answer me, sister dear." 

A faint, sweet sound, like a lute's last note. 
On the morning's stillness broke, 
c 
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And the air was stirr'd with an odorous breath. 

As the meek young violet spoke : 
" There's a quiet bliss in our own green vale, 

And I love its calm beauty well ; 
There's a joy, there's a joy in each passingbreeze: 

'Tis a home where I love to dwell. 

" Our roof is the azure vault of heaven, 

Our food is of dew-drops bright. 
The sun sheds its beams on our path by day, 

And the stars are our lamps by night; 
We spring up 'mid odour and bloom and light, 

We are woo'd by the minstrel wind — 
Here rest then, dear rose, in thine own sweet home, 

For a fairer thou can'st not find." 

But the rose still pined for a prouder fate. 

And it pined not long in vain, 
For a maiden, with cheek like its own red leaf, 

Came dancing o'er the plain ; 
She gazed on its hue with admiring eye. 

And she praised it v/ith gentle voice. 
And placed in her bosom of spoUess white, 

Oh, then did the rose rejoice. 

A few brief hours of light and joy. 

And the flower was all forgot. 
And it long'd again for its quiet home, 

For it saw it was heeded not ; 
It withered apace in its high abode, 

Unnoticed by beauty's eye, 
And when the dim shadows of twilight came. 

'Twas cast on its home to die. 

The violet still lived in its loveliness, 

And the moon and the stars look'd down, 

And silver'd the misty veil of dew 
That the even bad over it thrown ; 
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The zephyrs woo'd it, and sportively strove 

Its odorous breath to share, 
Whilst they tum'd aside from the faded rose. 

And left it to perish there. 

Thus thou may'st learn, from a simple flower, 

A lesson thy course to guide : — 
Then cling to the bliss of thy quiet home. 

And dream not of wealth and pride ; 
And, oh, when ambition would taint thy soul, 

Or thou sighest for pomp and state. 
Think ihou of the lowly violet's lot. 

And remember the rose's fate. 



LIFE. 



'Tis not unto the world our hearts are shown. 

The smile too often gilds our dark despair. 
As sunlight lies upon the iiineral stone, 

Golden and bright as though no dead were there. 
We live 'mid worldly men, and we pursue. 

Through devious paths, the gauds of earthly state, 
Masking ourselves with visors of deceit. 
Even as the Spartan youth conceal'd from view 
The gnawing fox that did his vitals eat. 

We hide from all the tortures of our fate. 
Foe unto foe extendeth traitorous hand, 
And veils his hate with smiles and features bland. 
Oh ! Avhat were life if bounded by the grave ! 
Father of mercy, stretch thy hand to save* 
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THE SLEEP-GUEST. 



bright and wondrous world of dreams, 
What mysteries dost thou shrine ! 

They say the future on thee gleams — 
I know the past is thine ; 

1 know the graves give up their dead, 
O'er thy enchanted paths to tread. 

Strange shapes, no unclosed eye hath seen, 

Tn thy dominions dwell. 
And some, the memory of whose mien 

Clings round us as a spell, 
And haunts us through the day's clear time, 
Like something of a purer clime. 

Not long ago methought I saw, 

In vision of the night, 
My wife and gleesome children draw 

Around the fire's red light ; 
And cheerful tale, and legend old, 
Unto the listening band I told. 

Their eyes reflected back the flame. 

Or gazed intent on me, 
When in an aged man there came. 

Who smiled most pleasantly ; 
And quick we brought an easy chair, 
And placed the gray-hair'd comer there. 
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The children haiVd him as a fiiend, 

And gatheiM round his knee^ 
New joy to all he seem'd to lend 

In that young company ; 
From realms remote the guest had come, 
And yet our hearth was as his home. 

None knew from what far clime he came. 

Nor why to us he stray'd ; 
None ask'd his kindred or his name, 

Though with each child he play'd, 
And took the youngest on his knee, 
And said " Thou dear one come with me !" 

The babe smiled sweetly in his face, 
Then slumber'd on his breast ; 

With silent steps he left the place — 
His parting none represt ; 

The mother let her loved one go, 

Without a thought or word of woe. 

A something told each yearning soul 

Our guest was not of clay. 
But an immortal from the goal 

Where blest ones wing their way : 
My children's eyes with tears grew dim — 
" O father, let us follow him !" 

And oft before my waking eyes 

That mystic shape I see, 
And then, O God, my spirit sighs 

That I may pass to Thee, 
As sought the babe that wanderer's breast. 
Sinking with smiles unto its rest. 
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THE PRINCESS AND THE POET * 



'Twas in a proud and lofty palace-hall. 
Long the abiding-place of queens and kings. 
That a famed minstrel sat in drowsy thrall, 
With senses closed against all outward thingsi 
Whilst far abroad, on fancy's truant wings, 
His thoughts were wandering in dreamy play, 
Gathering the images of beauteous things. 
Which passed before his mind in bright array, 
Swift as the fleecy clouds by wild breeze swept away. 

He gazed no more upon a kingly pile. 
No more he thought of splendour and of state. 
No more he strove to solve each courtly wile. 
The royal beck no longer did he wait, 
Chill'd with a frown, or with a smile elate ; 
Hemix'd with page and carpet-knight no more. 
Changed was his dress, andalter'd was his fate, 
And in his hand a shepherd^s crook he bore — 
Green were the fertile plains — 'twas an Arcadian shore. 



* The earliest French writer of any conseqaenoe in the fifteenth century, was 
Alain Chartier, who did mnch to purity his natlre langnsge. He was secretary 
of the household to Charles VI. and Charles Vlt. He wrote some historical works, 
but his natural tendencies were towards poetry and imaglnatiTe writing, and he 
was celebrated for a chaste and elegant style of disoonrse. Mai^garet of Scotland, 
first wife to the Eleventh LouLi, seeing Alain asleep on a chair one day, as she tra- 
versed the halls of the palace, went np and kissed him, before all her attendants. 
When surprise was expressed by them that she should thus salute a man remark- 
able for the plainness of his looks, ** I do not kiss the man,'* {replied she, ** but the 
mouth which has given utterance to so many charming things.** 
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A river glided by, each silvery wave 
Hnrmuring as thaagh, with sweet caid syren tongue 
It call'd upon him in the depths to lave. 
Whilst roam'd his flocks the emerald banks along; 
And ever and anon a maiden's song 
Was home upon the pure and scented air. 
Full of the joy which floweth from the young. 
Ere their glad hearts have felt the touch of care, 
Or they have borne the grief which riper years must bear. 

He breathed into his pipe with simple skill, 
And music's notes awoke beneath his sway ; 
He paused, and all was for a moment still. 
And then his strain was answered by a lay. 
So sweet, so dear^ his soul dissolved away 
In an enchanted trance of deep delight. 
And, blushing like the dawn of bud&ng May, 
A gentle creature charm'd his ravish'd sight. 
Pure as a cloudless sky, and as an angel bright. 

Now let us leave the poet's vision'd land. 
And turn again unto that palace fair, 
Where still he sleeps, cheek pillow'd on his hand. 
Spell-bound reclining in an antique chair : 
With stately tread and jewel-sprinkled hair, 
And eyes whose rays the owner's gems eclipse, 
A lady comesy whose lovely features wear 
A sunny smile, as onward now she trips, 
Showing the pearl that hides within her ruby lips. 



Like stars that cluster round the queen of night, 
Maidens high-bom her graceful steps attend, 
And as she gazes on the dreaming wight, 
Their wondering eyes they all upon her bend ; 
They see her proud and royal head descend, 
They mark her kiss that homely thought- worn face, 
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And with each other whispering words they blend. 
While she rebukes them with a mien of grace, 
And thus their curious wonderment seeks to efface : 

" Hold me not lightly, gentle dames of France, 
That yon unconscious lips I've deign'd to press, 
Nor on me bend your fix'd and wondering glance — 
The poet, not the man, did I caress ; 
Think not his features I revere the less 
Because no beauty in their shape you see ; 
Those lips have utter'd words that bum and bless — 
The mind is ever beautiful to me. 
And they whose thoughts are pure can ne'er unlovely be." 

Meantime the poet, in his happy dream, 
Discoursed of love by the lone river's brink, 
And joy'd to bask in the bewitching beam 
Of the dear eyes whose light 'twas heaven to drink ; 
They talk'd till stars above began to wink. 
And day sank down in ebon night's abyss — 
Oh, human joy, how soon is snapp'd thy link ! 
One last embrace, one tender parting kiss — 
The minstiel woke and mused — it was a dream of bliss. 
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I SIT BESIDE HER IN THE HALL. 

I sit beside her in the hall, 

I gaze upon her face. 
And while she sweetly smiles on all, 

No smile for me I trace ; 
I seek the presence I should shun — 

Alas, how hard his lot, 
Who cannot choose but cling to one 

Who heeds, who loves him not. 

I breathed my passion in her ear, 

With fervent look and word. 
And as I spoke, 'mid hope and fear. 

Unmoved my tale she heard ; 
And then she told, with alter'd look, 

That all must be forgot — 
Her chilling glance I could not brook — 

Alas, she loved me not. 

I dreamt of her at dead of night, 

Her lips to mine seem'd prest, 
My soul was fill'd with love's own light, 

I clasp'd her to my breast ; 
I ask'd if she would be my bride, 

And bless'd my happy lot. 
But when we reach'd the altar's side. 

She said she loved me not. 

I do not blame her just decree, 
Tis meet that we should part. 

No ray of hope remains for me — 
Another claims her heart ; 
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Yet slill I linger where she dwells, 
1 cannot quit the spot. 

Though all I see and hear but tells 
She heeds, she loves me not. 



TO MARIAN. 

liike to a rose just bursting into bloom. 
Or like a violet shrinking from the sun, 

Or like a pale star, shining 'mid the gloom, 
To cheer the drooping heart, and guide it on ; 

Oh, such art thou — a being form'd to bless. 

Gladdening my spirit with thy loveliness. 

Fair as the white dove, when, upon the wing, 
It floateth slowly through Uie sunny air; 

More sweet thy breath than when from flowers 
of spring. 
The gentle winds the balmy odours bear : 

My bark of hope, when worldly tempests rage, 

My fount of joy, amid life's pilgrimage. 

Bright eyes have glanced on me, and I have been 
Caress'd by beauty in the festal hall — 

Yes, I have mingled in the joyous scene. 

When it did seem the young heart's carnival : 

Perchance my features may have worn a smile. 

And yet my spirit hath been sad the while. 

I had imagined — ^it might be in dreams, 
Or 'twixt a dreaming and a waking thought. 

When to the mind oft come mysterious gleams 
Of things and shapes with past and future 
wrought— 

I had imagined one whom I could love. 

And with my memory that bright form I wove. 
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I nursed that beauteous image of the xiGimd5 
And it was with me in the banquet hour ; 

Amid the festive group I sought to find 
That form created by the fancy's power ; 

1 found it not, and then I turn'd aside, 

Yearning for that which ever seem'd denied^ 

Fair form, sweet being, I have found thee now f 
That blessed moment ne'er can I forget, 

When, after fading of the day's proud glow. 
Thy maiden beauty first my fond gaze met ; 

I saw at once the image long enshrined 

Within my heart, and fashion'd by the mind. 

The stars were out upon that lovely night, 
And the white clouds were sailing up on high, 

And the moon glided in her bark of light. 
With virgin majesty athwart the sky: 

Star, cloud, and moon, oh ! what were those 
to me? 

My love, my Marian, I but thought of thee. 

Thine eyes are dearer than the stars of heaven, 
Thou art as pure as is the virgin moon. 

Thy course more bright than that of white clouds 
driven. 
Like silver isles, in the night's pallid noon ; 

The spell, the charm, for which, in musings lone^ 

My spirit pined, is all around thee thrown. 

My waking dream of bliss, it cannot fade ; 

The love, the light that liveth but in thee. 
E'en when the dust upon mine heart is laid. 

Shall be uquench'd in its idolatry : 
Change, death, and worm, ye are but for the 

clay — 
The soul, the spirit cannot know decay ! 



Digitized byCjOOQlC 



36 ROGERSON'S 



THE SONGS OF ENGLAND. 

The Songs of England ! who their might shall tell. 
The strong, deep influence which their sounds 
impart ; 

Like magic charms they in the memory dwell — 
The birds encaged within the human heart, 
Whose voices oft in saddest moments start. 

Calling before us many a vanished hour 
And forms beloved, who by their minstrel art 

Entranced our spirits with a spell of power. 

The Songs of England ! they the heart have cheerM 

Of the lone sailor on the billowy sea ; 
When through far climes his vessel hath been steer'd, 
The simple words of some old melody 
Have brought unto his mind his wanderings free, 

When in his boyhood he was wont to roam 
By winding dale, and over pleasant lea, 

Through the green precincts of his native home. 

The trees no more are branching o'er his head, 
He hears the creaking of the corded mast. 

The rocking plank re-echoes to his tread. 

And in his ear fierce howls the chainless blast — 
Instead of plains around are waters vast ; 

Unto his spirit childish memories creep, 
And all unmannM he dreameth of the past, 

Listening the song that lulFd him to his sleep. 

The Songs of England! they have oft inspired 

To deeds of glory, and of lofty aim ; 
The warlike youth hath at their sound been fired, 

And fervent rush'd to gory fields of fame, 



Digitized byCjOOQlC 



POETICAL WORKS. 37 

To find an early death, or win a name : 
More potent than the trumpet's breath, thej fan 

The heroic spark till it becomes a flame, 
And songs are chanted in the battle-van. 

No more the minstrel roams from hall to hall. 

And with impassion'd fingers sweeps the strings ; 
No more at tilt and courtly festival 

In praise of war and lady fair he sings ; 

No more the knight upon his charger springs, 
Breathing a love-lay to his damsel true. 

Whilst on the breeze her snowy scarf she flings, 
And waves with kiss-fraught hand a last adieu. 

No more we hear the plaintive serenade 

Breaking the stillness of the drowsy night. 
Whilst at her casement stands the timid maid. 

Listening the sounds with trembling delight, 

And ever and anon, in wild afiright, 
Thinking she hears some kinsman's angry words — 

The strain hath ceas'd, and in the silver light 
Dark forms appear — she hears the clash of swords. 

Those times have fled, but still we have the song, 

Gladdening our bosoms as it did of old ; 
Still it delights the aged and the young, 

Arouses still the timid and the bold : 

When summer's sun hath ting'd the hills with gold, 
The lowly peasant sings amid his com, 

And when stem winter pincheth him with cold, 
The Christmas ditty makes him less forlorn. 

The mother singeth to her smiling child, 
The grandsire to the urchin on his knee ; 

The mouming heart is oft of grief beguiled 
By the low words of some sweet melody ; 
And when to scenes of social mirth we flee 

And forms we love are gathered all around. 
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Still doth the song improve our hours of glee. 
And joy grow sweeter at sweet music's sound. 

The exile, wandering 'neath a foreign sky, 

Hummelh a snatch of some remembered song^ 
And tears of sorrow dim his drooping eye, 

As fancy revels long-lost scenes among ; 

The patriot pours his souFs full tide along, 
^nd in the stream of song it floweth free : — 

England ! thy bards shall never plead for wrong- 
Their themes are virtue, truth} and liberty ! 



THE POET'S COUNSEL. 

ADDRESSED TO A YOUNG GIRL WHO REQUESTED THE AUTHOIi 
TO COMPOSE SOME LINES FOR HER. 



Now, Matilda, silent be, i 

Whilst a poet speaks to thee ; I 

Leave thy frolic for awhile, 

And attend without a smile, I 

Scarcely thirteen years have fled, 

Little maiden, o'er thy head. 

Yet four thousand times the sun 

His daily course of light hath run, 

And four thousand times the moon 

Hath lit up the night's dark noon ; 

And each day and night we see 

Is full of things of mystery; 

Every day and every hour 

Speaks to us of God's great power 5 

Every minute that doth wing 

Will some awful lesson bring ; 

Not the smallest space of time 

But is fraught with truth sublime. 
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If we but do think aright 

All is grateful to the sight ; 

Every season of the year 

Something brings our hearts to chper ; 

Thus, then, I to thee will say. 

Let but goodness guide thy way, 

And in every month thou'lt find 

Something pleasant to the mind. 

January, with its snow. 

Will not bring a thought of woe; 

February, dark and chill. 

Thee with nought of gloom shall fill; 

March may blow upon thy fonn, 

JBut thou wilt not heed its storm ; 

April, with its smiles and tears, 

Shall have more of hopes than fears ; 

In the blushing month of May 

Thou shalt dance, and laugh, and play; 

In the flowery days of June 

Thou may'st sing a merry tune ; 

In July's bright golden hoiurs 

Thou may'st sport amid the bow'rs ; 

August, \\dth its varied leaf, 

Shall not have one shade of grief; 

And September unto thee 

Shall of joy a harvest be; 

October — month when thou wert bom — 

Shall not be to thee forlorn ; 

Though November spreads its pall. 

Evergreens it hath for all ; 

And December, cold and drear. 

Brings us merry Christmas here. 

Therefore wilt thou always find 

Something pleasant to the mind, 

If thou wilt but act and be 

As the poet counsels thee. 
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TO MY WIFE. 



Thy cheek is pale with many cares. 

Thy brow is overcast, 
And thy fair face a shadow wears, 

That tells of sorrows past ; 
But music hath thy tongue for me — 
How dark soe'er my lot may be, 
I turn for comfort, love, to thee, 

My beautiful, my wife ! 

Thy gentle eyes are not so bright. 

As when I woo'd thee first. 
Yet still they have the same sweet light. 

Which long my heart hath nurst ; 
They have the same enchanting beam. 
Which charm'd me in love's early dream, 
And still with joy on me they stream. 

My beautiful, my wife ! 

When all without looks dark and cold, 

And voices change their tone, 
Nor greet me as they did of old, 

I feel I am not lone ; 
For thou, my love, art aye the same. 
And looks and deeds thy faith proclaim — 
Though all should scorn, thou would'st not 
blame. 

My beautiful, my wife ! 

A shadow comes across my heart. 

And overclouds my fate. 
Whene'er I think thou may'st depart. 

And leave me desolate ; 
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For ^ the wretch who treads alone 
Some gloomy path in wilds unknown, 
Such should I be if thou wert gone, 
My beautiful, my wife ! 

If thou wert dead, the flowers might spring, 

But I should heed them not ; 
The meny birds might soar and sing. 

They ooold not cheer my lot 
Before me dark Despair would ii«e. 
And spread a pall o'er earth and skies. 
If shone no more thy loving ^es. 

My beautiful, my wife! 

And those dear eyes have shone through tears, 

But never look'd unkind, 
For shatter'd hopes, and troubled years, 

Still closer seem'd to bind 
Thy pure and trusting heart to mine. 
. Not K>r thyself did'st thou repine. 
But all thy husband's grief was thine. 

My beautiful, my wife ! 

When at the eventide I see 

My children throng around. 
And know the love of them ^md thee. 

My spirit still is bound 
To earth, despite of every care: 
I feel my soul can do and dare^ 
So long as thou my lot dost shar^. 

My beautiful, my wife ! 
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THE DESTRUCTION OF SODOM. 

Shrill i^ound the cymbals, and the glad harps ring, 
The light foot boundeth,;and sweet voices sing, 
And beanty^sibrow is bound with coronal, 
And lights are gleaming in the pillar'd hall; 
liaugh follpw3 laugh amid the festive throng, 
And this the burden of each. swelling song — 
" We hold our revel through the dark-hour^d night, 
Nor will we s^ver with the moruing's light." 

Sin is upon that city, and the brand 

Of God's high vengeance^ soon will sweep the land ; 

The eye of brightness, and the lofty brow. 

The form of grace, the fair cheek's rose-like glow. 

The young and hoary, void of faith or trust, 

BlackenM and sear'd, shall soon be with the dust ; 

Soon shall th' Almighty, with overwhelming flame. 

Destroy at once that city's pride and shame. 

A crimson glory, spreading o'er the east. 

Hath call'd the wakers from the dance and feast ; 

And now the heavens assume a fearful stain — 

Red, deeply-red, as is a battle-plain. 

Now like a furoace seems the vaulted sky, 

A car of fire each cloud that meets the eye ; 

A burning shower, like dazzling gold, swift comes. 

As though the stars had left their far-ofi* homes. 

Shrieks burst from all, and shouts of wild amaze; 
The flames descend, and towers and temples blaze ; 
The mighty roofs of palace and of hall 
Upon the heads of crowded victims fall ; 
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Some to the darkling caves of earth repair — 

In vain — the wrath of Heaven o'ertakes them there ; 

Some in the waters seek to find a grave — 

The fire consumes them — it hath dried the wave. 

The flames have ceased, the sky resumes its hue. 
The breezes sigh, and falls the evening dew ; 
But where that city — where its power that shone ? 
Ask the strewn piUars, ask the crumbling stone ! 
From fallen relics of its greatness past. 
The dull smoke mingles with the rushing blast : 
And this the fate of Pride and Sin's abode — 
This a dark record of the wrath of Ood ! 



SERENADE. 



Oh, Marian ! Marian ! think of the hour ! 
Night throws her veil on the tree and the flower. 
But affection's pale beacon, the moon is. above. 
And yet thou art sleeping, oh, Marian, my love ! 

Oh, Marian ! come firom thy chamber of rest, 
For the queen of the stars is enthroned in the west. 
And, under thy window that looks on the grove, 
I wait for thy coming, oh, Marian, my love ! 

Roses are sparkling with dew silver-bright, 
Violets are breathing their sweets to the night ; 
Then wake, oh, awake, that thy lover may prove 
His true heart's devotion, oh, Marian, my love ! 

Rise, dearest, arise ! and thy casement unclose. 
Let me look on that cheek, like the leaf of the rose ; 
All around, sweet,' is silence, below and above. 
Save my voice. as it call thee, oh Marian,. my love ! 
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Oh blisB ! maw T see, 'by the moon's witdiing light. 
That fair ibrm approaching, so dear to mj sight : 
Haste ! haste ! tihe slight casement that shronds 

AsB remoTe, 
And appear in thy beauty, oh, Marian, my love ! 



THE OUTCAST. 



The simis shimng dear and bright 

On Sabbath's holy mom, 
And sounds ^ belk, "Acbt call to prayer. 

Upon the breeze are borne ; 
The birds are rusibing through the air, 

With gladness in each lay. 
And pleasant is the passing bjreeze — 

It is the mon& of Mayr 

And onwards lovely maidens pass. 

In many-hued attire. 
While wandering eyes are on them tumM, 

Their beauty to admire ; 
And rosy chHdren dance ^ong, 

With looks and words df gfee— 
In sooth it is a sight of joy. 

Their happiness to see. 

But who is he that sits alone. 

So abject and forlorn^ 
ATonnd his lace hang matted locks. 

His clothes are soU'd and torn ; 
Like doud of gloom, that floats athwart 

A fair and aunny sky, 
He is the sole dg«cted thing 

'J'hat meets the gaser^s eye. 
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His gianeeirlieaflKLwidi tesdessfirer 

That suffeviiKg caoittot dini^ 
AndNaturerwitk hec i^fts hsrth been 

Most bomxtSiiil. to him ; 
For vainly witk Us^ ragged gaib^ 

The outcftslj seeks to hide; 
The gracefiihiess and strength of form, 

Which make atpoBent's pride. 

One gives htm fi>od^ andttc»r heeats, 

With ravenooB ddighl^ 
Then looks around himi withi «> soowl 

Of wild and fierce affiight; 
Like young and savage BJUOMiy 

That fain would bear sm^fy 
To some secure and &r-off haunt, 

His longrsougbt, seatity prey. 

Who were his pasenAS) what hath been 

The ootcaal's early fete ?' 
Thougfar o'ev the earth he winders now, 

Forlorn and desohfte^ 
Pttrchance some- gentle motiier'0 eyes 

Have gladdened ait his birth, 
While she has pray'd that his might be 

A course of bliss on earth, 

A father may have nursed the babe. 

And kiss'd his brow and cheek, 
And gazed on him with yearning love. 

He found it vain to speak. 
And cherished the deludiing hope. 

Which sprung within his breast. 
That he might long be spared to guard 

The child he sang to rest. 

Oh! what may be the future lot 
Of that unhappy boy ? 
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No cheerful home, no pictured books, 

Will.make it one of joy ; 
No soft and spotless couch of don^i 

His weary limbs will press, 
And in his hours of pain will come 

No parents, fond caress. 

His passage through the world may be 
' Like that of oarless bark. 
That tosseS} 'neath a stormy sky. 

Upon the ocean dark ; 
And vainly may he strive a kind 

And sheltering port to win. 
Till whelm'd beneath the gloomy surge 

Of sorrow, and of sin. 

Great God ! I humbly offer up 

A fervent prayer to thee. 
For these the helpless little ones. 

That cluster round my knee: 
Oh ! may'st thou prove their comforter. 

Their guardian and guide — 
Though outcasts from Uie home of man. 

Oh ! take them to thy side. 
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THE DYING GfRL. 



And thou art dying, beautiful and young, 

When smiles ol joy should on thy lips be playing. 
And thou shouldst bound with sportive glee along, 

Where merry maids are in the meadows maying. 
The spring sun shineth through thy window-pane, 

The pleasant breeze with balmy breath is sighing, 
And thou canst hear the feathered minstrel's strain, 

In that still room where thou art piile and dying. 

Why is thy spirit summonM to the skies, 

Untried by years, unvisited by sorrow ? 
Why art thou call'd, ere yet thy getitle eyes 

Have fearM to look upon the coming morrow } 
Thy cheek hath never paled with anxious cai^e. 

Thy heart hath never throbb'd with guilty sadness ; 
Even as thyself thy course was pure and fair, 

Hallow'd by love, and cheer'd with loo^s of 



Why didst thou leave thine own immortal heaven. 

For earthly guests to cherish and caress thee ? 
Why unto us wert thou, sweet spirit given. 

And call'd away when we had leam'd'to bless thee ? 
Why wert thou fashion'd lovely to the sight ? 

Why were thine eyes with tender radiance 
streaming ? 
Why didst thou come, young being of delight. 

To fade like mirage on the pilgrim gleaming ^ 

Selfish and weak ! — ^why should we wish Aee here ? 
Pass to thy home, unspotted, happy spirit ; 
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Hasten on blissful wing to that glad sphere, 
Where thou wilt gloiy evermore inherit 

Mingle and dwell among the angel-band, 
But, oh ! while stars beneath thy path are burning, 

Think thou at times upon our sinful land, 
And plead for those whose gaze is upwards turning. 



THE POEt'S HOME. 



Partner beloved, my true and constant wife, 
Sick grows toy heart, and tears overcharge mine eyes. 

When I at times, alnid my care-fraught life, 
Reflect that thou* dost share my toils and sighs ; 

Yet thy dear presence doth themi lighter ttiake— 

Would that my fate were happier, lot <hy sake. 

Poets are dreamers, t'isionary men. 

Whose fanciest fitting evei? through the brain. 
Crowd, like wing'd bees with honey, to tiiei pen — 

That fairy wand, 'mid hours of care and pain, 
StiU eonjtttes up unto the raptured view 
Scenes bright and glorious^ everthing but true. 

Fantastic elves that hamlt the poef s mind. 
When waves his feathery sdeptf e, haste a^ay, 

Ind o'er the regions of the cloud and wind 
Those revellers do hold despotic sway ; 

Creating dbnues «iid turrets, halls and towers. 

And silver fonnis, and rti>6e*beiJ|)Vitikled bowers. 

Ah I would that I {Kwsess'd the earthly heaven 
Those elves have oft broo|fbt to my yeamitig mind ; 
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Woidd tbat to me such bome of bliss were giren^ 

That I might leave tiie world of gain beluiil : 
Turn thee^ my love, and on tbe picture k>ok^ 
Which I have sketched to |dace in Natore^s book. 

I would not have a proud and statdj pile^ 
Bearing its walls of stone unto the skies ; 

No pomp or state my dwelling should defile, 
Humble alike in structure and in size ; 

No burly menial should attend ita door. 

To shame his master, and affiight the poor. 

rd have a cottage-home embowered in trees, 

like modest merit ever in the shade ; 
My minstrels blithe should be the birds and bees. 

And 'gainst the wall the plant which doth not fslde. 
The loving ivy evermore should be — 
Type of her love who ever clings to me. 

Not distant far a tiny stream shouf d stk'ay, 
Prattling like childhood *mid the Summer-hours, 

Dancing in joy along its devious way. 
And kissing banks bedecked with fragrant flowers ; 

And m the night ttnto mine ear should creep 

Its murmurs low, and luD to balmy sleepi > 

And thou, my boy, thy ihtber^s prid^ and caif«l^ 
At mom i^otdd m^ into the mead6Wi»^gay, 

Drinking the freshness of the taintless air^ 
And bounding on in wild and happy play, 

Whilst I would follow thee with earoest gale. 

And smile to see thy careless, elfish wayis. 

Thy sisters, too^ 8lM>uld fondly rOmtd me ding, 
Buoyant and laughing, in Ae glow of health, 

Singing by fits like merry birds of spring, 

And ga&ering hoards of bright and scented wealth ; 

With cheeks of bloom and joy-illumined eVes ; 

Gemming^ their hair with many a perfumed prize. 
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Stored' diould my gardeu be with) choicest flowers, 
Trees inany-annfddiould branch. above my head, 

And I would wander, in the noon-tide hours, 
Where leafy gloom upon.my path was shed ; 

A rustic chair should fill some quiet nook. 

Where I might sit, companioned by a. book. 

And I would Have one spirit-haunted room, 

Fiird with the thoughts ofgreat and glorious men. 

Those godKfce minds which have outlived the tomb. 
And shine as stars above a gloomy fen, 

Cheering our hearts with pure and holy light — 

The beacon-fires by which Ve steer aright. 

Dyed should its casement be with many a stain, 
Limning the features of th' illustrious dead ; 

And every sunbeam shining through the pane 
Should shed its glory on a haHow'd head ; 

So that I could not look upon the skies. 

Unless I gazed through some immortal eyes. 

Shakspere, the £suned and mighty king of thought ; * 
The heaven-seeing Milton, though to earth all blind ; 

Byron, who held both earth and heaven as nought — 
A comet rushing through the realms of mind ; 

Spiritual Shelley, lofty-soul'd^ though meek ; 

And sweet-v<oieed Keats^with pale consumptive cheek. 

Wordsworfli the worshipped, with his verse divine. 
And Barry Cornwall, prince of English song, 

Coleridge, the dreamy, with his nervous line ; 
And luscious Moore, with thoughts in dazzling throng ; 

Leigh Hunt, the pleasant, gossiping away ; 
.And Southey's patriot strain of youthfiil day. 

Quaint, quiet Lamb should chat in humourous mood; 
And Hazlitt's critic fire about should play ; 
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Pale, pensive, pleasant, punning poet Hood, 

With far-fetch'd fancies, gloom should chase away ; 
Bulwer and Scott my spirit should enchain. 
And Campbell chann me with his classic yein. 

Homer and Virgil, Greek and Roman sage, 
The leam'd and wise of every age and chme ; 

They who have stamp'd their counsels on a page 
Which hath outlived the mouldering touch of Time ; 

They, though of ancient days, for ever young — 

I'd have them all, the ^eat of every tbtigiie. 

Vain is the wish — th' iliusioil will not stiay — 
I gaze no more with fancy-cheated eyes ; 

I see around a traffic-trodden way. 
And the dull smoke bedims the beauteous skies ; 

Dark, dusty mansions once again I meet, 

And hear the tumults of the crowded street. 

I feel that I am prison'd up and pent, 
By the stem barriers of an adverse fate ; 

Yet even now my prayers to heaven are sent 
For all the blessings of my humble state ; 

Clean is my hearth, my fire is red and bright — 

My children's eyes reflect its cheerful light. 

My babes of love, my treasured little brood, 
I thank my God that you have never known 

What 'twas to want a meal of homdy food, 
That hunger ne'er hath worn you to the bone ; 

When to your warm and pleasant couch you creep, 

Glad are the visions of your sinless sleep. 

Wife of my soul, why should I now repine ? 

Oh, am I not in thine affection blest? 
Thy dear eyes ever kindly answer mine — 

Come then. Content, and be our cherish 'd guest ; 
And thou, my spirit, s^ve the goal to gain. 
Where joy's pure sky shall ever bright remain. 
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1 am aweary of the haunts of meu ;• 
I dwell amid ^kev^ with a stifled soul, 
And pant for nature as a happy goal ; 

Struggling with fate, a world-sick denizen^ 
My very heart is poison'd with the care, 

The toil, tW pains the suffl^riog, and the strife, 
The tortures of our lot^-^he things whidi are 

The spirit's rack, the hamrow of our life : 
I long^ I yeaso tiie quoiet joy to share, 

Which fills the creatures free, of hUl aodl ^ale ; 
I crave for greenv fields and the pleasest air — 

Even as an insect on the breeze Fd sail. 

Or, as a lark, give music to' the gale. 

Or, lamb-like, stray mid) gfass> and blossoms pale. 



)H, WKJLLi I LOVE HY GENTLE MAID. 



Oh, well I love my gentle maid^ 

For she is young and fair ; 
Her eye is ad tl^ summer sky, 

Like UMom-^uds is her hair; 
He? vcttce i» tone&l as a bird's, 

Her step is light and free,. 
And better far tkanr all besides, 

She dearly loveth me. 
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I ohose my lov» from out <the crowd 

Of beauty and of youth ; 
I chose her for her loveliiiess. 

I chose her for her truth ; 
I nenrer cease 4o bless that hour, 

Whea firsrt I chanced to see 
The graceful -a&d the beauteous one 

Who dearly loveth ane. 

'Tis not amid a festive group 

My love doth seem most fair, 
She best becomes the cheerful hearth, 

And well I love her there ; 
For, oh, 'twas in her quiet home — 

A maid's sweet sanctuaiy — 
That first I won her sinless heart, 

And knew her love for mp. 

It may be wrong-r-I cannot brook 

That each rude eye should greet 
The brightness of her fawn-like glance. 

Her form and features sweet ; 
Oh, no ! I would that her dear charms 

Should all mine own cbsinns be, 
I would not lose one glance of hers 

Who dearly loveth me. 

I do not think a wish of heis 

To others e'er can stray— 
I know I am her dream by night, 

Her thought IJiroughout the day, 
Bitit as the miser bides his gold. 

His soul's divinity, 
So would I hide from eyf©8 of man 

The maid who loveth wp. 
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'Tis sweet to know a treasure mine, 

Which none besides can share ; 
'Tis sweet to think that beauty's lips 

Are mov'd for me in pray'r ; 
'Tis sweet when she doth sooth my woe. 

Or light my hours of glee — 
Oh, well I love the gentle maid 

Who dearly loveth me» 



TO MY FIRST-BORN. 



Is tby face like thy mother's, my fair child? 
Ada ! sole daughter of my house and heart. 

BYSON. 



Another tie is twined around my heart) 

Another being greet I now with love. 

And look into its innocent blue eyes 

Until mine own do overflow with tears, 

And in my heart spring feelings new and strange. 

My first-bom babe, — my fair and taintless child ! 

Thou rainbow that^dost tell of sunny hours. 

Thou dove of promise to my little ark. 

As I do look upon thy features sweet, 

I bless thee, and a prayer is on my lips 



Digitized byCjOOQlC 



POETICAL WORKS. 55 

That Joy may strew its roses in thy path, 

And Happiness attend upon thy steps ; 

But, as I gaze, a cloud comes o'er my hopes, 

Across my soul there flits a crowd of dim 

And dark forebodings of thy coming years. 

Much do I fear that even as mine own 

Thy lot will be, of suflering and of toil ; 

For I have dwelt amid a sordid race. 

And spent my life with profit-seeking men. 

Whose heaven was to be rich, whose god was gold; 

With men who laughed at intellectual wealth — 

To whom the labours of those god-»like minds, 

Whose thoughts must live through ages yet to come. 

Were things they cast aside as useless dross. 

There have been times — ^may no such fete be thine — 

When words indignant have been cm my tongue, 

But I have forced them back upon my heart, 

Compeird by dread necessity's stem law 

To bow my head, and clothe my fece in smiles, 

When my soul writhed in wordless agony ; 

And I have almost wish'd I'd ne'er been bom. 

Or died when like to thee, a sinless babe. 

Yet joy, too, hath been mingled with my lot. 

And for that joy to God my thanks I give. 

Eyes look into mine own with loving light, 

Dear voices find an echo in my heart, 

And kindred forms give rapture to my sight ; 

But ;first of all my blessings do I hold 

Thy gentle mother, dearer for thy sake. 

Away with mournful presages — if thou 
Should'st live to womanhood, and I be spared 
To guide thee on thy way, thou shalt be taught 
To love the lore by mighty minds bequeathed, 
To drink from founts poetic sweetest draughts. 
And banquet on the food which is immortsd. 
The bards and sages of the olden time, 
. And those which shed around their lustre now. 
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They shall be thy companions— thou shall mate 
With Shakspere and with MUton ; thou shalt sit, 
And convearse hold with Wordsworth and with Scott; 
Byron's proud i^irit shall discourse with thine ; 
And other masters of that glorious art, 
Which peoplesearth with i^apes and thoughts divine, 
Shall fill thy soul with b^uty and delight. 
Thou shalt learn with j»verence deep to view 
The things which God created for us all. 
And look on nature with thanksgiving heart, 
And mark its mysteries with admiring eyes ; 
Whether like sun with glory lights Up heaven, 
Or frowning clouds axe lowering o'er the earth ; 
WhethiW the stars are thronging round the moon, 
Or scdemn darkness veils the face of night. 
The green earth with its host of smiling flowers, 
And trees with dancing leaves and drooping fruit; 
The vringed birds that fill the air with song, 
The golden bees that toil with cheerfiU hum, 
The rush of streams whose course is swift as joy, 
The blush of morning, and the evening pale^— 
Thou shalt be taught to look with love on all, 
And bless the bounteous Power that made them. 
Nor when, with heartfelt bliss, thy gaze hath dwelt 
On all which our Creator hath bestow'd 
On us his creatures, shalt thou turn away. 
And if a homeless wretch do cross thy path. 
View him with scornful and contemptuous eye ; 
But if he ask thy help, him shalt thou aid, 
And from thy little store bestow thy mite. 
For nature is that wretch's heritage. 
As well as thine— thy brother is he too. 
And both are equal in the eyes of God, 
Who gave the earth to poor and rich alike. 

It shall be mine to teach thee, my sweet child^ 
Not to crouch servilely to pamper'd wealth. 
Not to pay homage unto gilded vice, 
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Nor yet to turn thee from the poor man^s prayer. 

And spurn the suppliant with a frowning brow, 

Merely because he doth not please thine eye ; 

Look thou into the mind and heart of man, 

And pay thy homage to his deeds, not state : 

The virtues of the rich do claim our praise. 

But virtuous poverty doth claim it more. 

Mine then shall be the pleasing task to guide 

Thy dawning powers to that which seems most good; 

To bid thee cherish what most needs thy help ; 

To view all things with an observant mind; 

To torture not the insect on the wing ; 

Nor kill the harmless reptile at thy feet; 

To bid thee walk erect in virtue's path, 

And yet shrink not from stretching forth thy band, 

When guilt repents, to draw the wanderer back. 

So shalt thou live, though man perchance may frown, 

By God himself beloved, and he will be thy friend. 



COME, LOVE, AND SING, IN THY TONES 
SWEET AND LOW. 

Come, love, and sing, in thy tones sweet and low. 
The song which I heard from thy lips long ago. 
When thine eyes were as bright, and thy cheeks 

were as fair 
As the hues which the skies and the summer-flowers 

wear, 
And vainly I strove with my kisses to chase 
The pure stream of blushes that rush'd o'er thy face. 

Come, sing me that song, love, 'twill bring back the 

day 
Whtu my heart was lit up by affection's first ray, 

Jb. 
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When thy name to mine ears was a sound of delight, 
And I gazed on thine image in dreams of the night. 
And arose, when the sky wore the morning^s bright 

beam, 
But to muse on the eyes that had shone in my dream. 

Then sing me that song, love ; for oh ! with each tone 
There will come back Uie thoughts of the hours that 

are gone — 
Of the love that had birth amid blushes and fears, 
Yet hath lived through the tempest of trouble and 

tears; 
Oh ! that time will come back of deep rapture and 

pride, 
When I woo'd thee and won thee, my beautiful bride ! 



A CHRISTMAS SONNET. 

Christmas is coming — I have felt his breatli 
Blow with a chilly gust upon my cheek ; 
And on the branches hang full many a wreath 
To garland his approach. To me they speak 
Of blazing hearths with happy faces round, 
Where laughter ringeth with a pleasant sound, 
And ample cheer is on the table found. 
Whilst the full board with wassail-bowl is crown'd. 
Oh, blessed season of wide-spreading joy ! — 

Hark ! — at my door the carols now I hear — 
I feel again as when I was a boy. 

And merry Christmas, aye, came once a year ; 
And, Christmas, yet one day 1*11 give to thee 
Of quips and cracks and harmless household glee. 
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THE TROUBADOUR. 



Visions are floating past mine eyes 

Of sunny days and moonlit skies, 

Of abbeys dark and cloisters dim, 

Of monks and vestal-chanted hymn, 

Of bumish'd mail of gallant knight, 

And waving scarf of lady bright ; 

But, oh, midst every dream I see. 

Thy form is present still to me. 

Never did village maid more fair. 

With blushing cheek and flower- wreathed hair, 

Walk forth bedeckM with ribbons gay. 

Upon the merry first of May ; 

Never was dame more beauteous woo'd 
Beneath Italians starry skies. 

When noble youth in love-sick mood, 
PourM in her ear impassion'd sighs ; 
Never, for fairer lady's sake. 
Did music's gentle tones awake 
Upon the moon-besilver'd lake, 
Where bark of gallant cavalier 
Was row'd by trusty gondolier. 

Oh, had I been a shaven monk. 
And thou a meek and holy nun, 

If once mine ear thy voice had drunk, 
My thoughts of heaven had all been gone ; 
And I had breathed not hymn or prayer, 
Whilst musing on thy features fair ; 
As the light down on breezes flies. 
My thoughts would all have past in sighs. 
Drawn from me by thy lips and eyes. 
Oh, had I been a knight of old, 
I would have barter'd grounds for gold, 



Digitized byCjOOQlC 



60 ROGERSON'S 

And leagued me with some valiant l^and. 

And praised thy charms in every land; 

And in the tourney's daring strife 

Have risk'd for thee my fame and life. 

If thou wilt listen for awhile, 

And pay me, dear one, with a smile, 

m tell a simple tale to thee 

Of the days of song and chivalry: — 

'Twas at the time when mailed men 
Went forth to the holy fight. 

When, streaming out from many a glen, 
Flash'd arms and armour bright, 
That there dwelt amid England's courtly 

flower. 
An hoiiour'd and gentle Troubadour, 

And Rudel was his name ; 
And many a lady proud and bright 
Upon him bent her eyes of light, 

Yet he tum'd from each fair dame, 
For his heart was oyer the broad blue sea, 
With the lovely Countess of Tripoli ; 
But though he had heard of her charity, 
And her beauty and grace continually, 
He never had chanced the lady to see. 

Her praise was sung in full many a strain, 
By minstrel and knight and page. 

Who had wandei'd o'er Asia's burning plain, 
In their sacred pilgrimage. 

They told how when wounded and nigh to fail, 
In their hour of dark despair. 

When their lips were parch'd and their cheeks 
were pale 
They had gazed on an angel fair, 
Who had hover'd about their couch of pain, 
And w^hose fostering care like the blessed rain, 
When it waters the earth with cooling showers. 
Reviving the drooping herbs and flowers, 
Jlestored them to health and strength again j 
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And how this angel so lovely to see. 
Was the beauteous Countess of Tripoli, 
And blessings they breathed on her treasured 

name, 
And spread through Christendom her fame. 

Now Rudel, the gentle Troubadour, 
For his unknown love he sighs, 

And vows he will leave fair England's shore 
To dwell beneath sunnier skies ; 
For he seem'd as though bound by a mystic 

spell 
To the lady he knew not, but loved so well. 

So he sail'd o'er the booming and bounding 
main. 
With a sick and a pining soul ; 

But he felt that the hope of his heart was vain, 
That he ne'er should reach the goal, — 
That he went like a wounded bird to its nest, 
With an arrow transfix'd in its bleeding breast. 

As the fabled swan, which in singing dies. 
He warbled with falt'ring tone. 

Of his love and his soul's deep ecstacies. 
Till his song grew a dying moan. 

The Countess was told the piteous tale 
That a minstrel had cross'd the wave. 

That the breeze which had filled his vessel's sail 
Had but wafted him on to a grave ; 
That he had come irom the English isle, 
To bask in her beauty and win her smile ; 
And it caused her inmost soul to stir 
When they told that he died fdr the love of her. 
She hasted away to that dying man. 
And she gazed on his wasted features wan ; 
Then she knelt by the poet's side to pray. 
And press'd his lips that were cold as clay, 
And his hands she clasp'd, and bid him wake 
To life and live but for her sake. 
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Scarce could the dying bard express 
His gratitude, and love's excess, 
But she heard, 'mid the racking pangs of death, 
That he i^oke of her with his latest breath. 
One last long look on those fatal charms, 
And he died in that weeping lady's arms, 
fiitter and many the tears she shed 
O'er the noble form that there lay dead ; 
No voice to her spirit could comfort give, 
And a life of penance she vow'd to live. 

Transcribed in letters of shining gold. 
Was Rudel's latest lay. 

And the scroll to her heart did the lady fold 
Unto her dying day. 
Inclosed was his body in porphyry, 
Inscribed with his soul's idolatory. 
And the fame he had won in minstrelsy. 

Thou smilest not, my love, on me, 
Quick throbs thy heart witii sympathy. 
And in thine eye, so dark and clear. 
Stands, trembling, tender Pity's tear : 
Weep not, for many years have fled 
Since those two forms were with the dead ; 
But had it been thy fate to be 
The Countess fair of Tripoli, 
Methinks I could have cross'd the sea. 
And deem'd it bliss to die for thee. 
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THE CHRISTIAN'S GOOD NIGHT. 



Good night ! Good night ! — it is my last ! 

These mortal lips will speak no more ; 
My pilgrimage on earth is past, 

I journey to another shore, 
A land of joy, and love, and light, 
Where Christians need not say good night. 

Good night! I go not, as of old. 

To troubled dreams and restless sleep ; 

Calm shall I slumber 'neath the mould. 
Whilst you, perchance, may muse and weep : 

Oh ! why ! should sorrow fill your breast 

For those who slumber with the blest? 

Good night ! the suffering and the pain 
Which are of earth I leave with you ; 

Gladly I quit the false and vain. 
To seek the glorious and the true : 

I only grieve that you will be 

Still struggling with your destiny. 

Good night ! the words I never spoke 
To those in whom my heart had trust. 

But what I fear'd, ere morning broke. 
They might be with the silent dust. 

And o'er my yearning spirit cast 

Another memory of Ae past 

Good night ! oh ! what a shining band 

Of angels seem to float around. 
And beckon me to that sweet land 

Where beauty evermore is found. 
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And every form, and every face 
Are radiant with immortal grace. 

Good night ! amid the thronging host 
That now around my couch are come, 

Again I see the loved and lost, 

That once made earth their transient home : 

Meek, beautiful, and purified. 

They bear no taint of worldly pride. 

Good night ! I can no longer stay ! 

My sight is powerless now and dim ; 
That vision cannot look on clay. 

Which hath beheld the seraphim. 
Dark is-the earth, but Heaven is bright — 
Good night ! a fond a last good night ! 



AN APPEAL FOR THE ARTISAN. 



God made the earth for all : — the pleasant fields. 
The waving tree that luscious fruitage yields, 
The tender herb, the odour-giving flower, 
He gave to man, an universal dower. 
He placed no barrier to the poor man's tread. 
For each alike his bounteous gifts were spread ; 
For all mankind he form'd the verdant plain, 
And fed its greenness with sweet dews and rain — 
For all created meadow, grove, and hDl, 
The dancing streamlet, and the murmuring rill ; 
At his command the forest-monarch stood. 
And proudly tower'd above the stately wood. 

In that pure time when earth was fresh and young, 
Ere sin and sorrow into birth had sprung, 
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Man walk'd erect, in glory and delight, 
And all was beauteous unto mortal sight ; 
The rivers raced in sparkling joy along, 
And fearless birds swept by with happy songj 
The quiet lakes like crystal mirrors lay, 
Reflecting back the splendours of the day. 
Or faintly imaging the azure skies. 
When studded o'er with myriad starry eyes : 
Hatred and death were not— beneath one shade 
With gentle lambs the mighty lions play'd ; 
But now a curse came withering through the air, 
And man first felt the horror of despair ; 
From paradise our guilty parent fled. 
His race for ever doomed to toil for bread ; 
And yet, though banish'd from his Eden-home, 
He still was free o'er verdurous path to roam ; 
God shut not out fair nature from his eyes, 
He hung no smoke-wreaths o'er the arching skies ; 
liabour and death were blended in the ban, 
But earth's green beauty gave a joy to man ? 
The blushing flowers still smiled upon the plain, 
And sent not forth their fragrant breath in vain ; 
The golden fruit still shone through leafy gloom, 
And man drank rapture from the breeze and bloom. 

Shall we, the creatures of a later age. 
Make darker still this earthly pilgrimage ? 
Shall man pass on ungladden'd to the grave. 
For ever toiling like a pent-up slave ? 
Shall he for ever cast around his eyes. 
And only gaze where dingy chimneys rise ? 
Shall nought the ear of pale-faced labour greet, 
Save ceaseless noises of the busy street ? 
Heaven wills not so. — Oh ! ye who have the power, 
Stand nobly forth ! — let all partake ihe dower 
Which God hath given; let generous thoughts have 

birth, 
And generous deeds spread gladness o'er the earth; 
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Let footsteps stray where babbling waters run, 
And silver fountains glitter in the sun ; 
Let maid and lover breathe the tender tale. 
Not in the smoke, but in the breezy vale, 
Whilst o'er their heads a shade the foliage weaves, 
And mocks their murmurs with its whispering 

leaves; 
Let him whom sickness bows for vigour seek 
Where purer gales may fan his pallid cheek. 
And he shall quit his long-prest couch of pain, 
To feel the warm blood thrill through every vein ; 
Let age and childhood 'mid sweet scenes appear. 
Where birds flit by, and skies are bright and clear; 
Let youth disport upon the verdant ground, 
Where healthy games and playful strife abound ; 
Let rich and poor mix freely in the throng. 
And pass with smiles and pleasant words along ; 
Let lofty wealth forget that it is great, 
And honest toil think not of lowly state ; 
Let all combine with hand and earnest will, 
And England shall be Merry England still. 



THE GIN PALACE. 



I stand within a wide and lofty room. 
Whose roof is fretted o'er with rare device, 
Rich with the painter's and the gilder's art ; 
The walls are cover'd with full many a scene 
Of love, romance, and war, on land and sea; 
Mirrors of price reflect the gazer's form, 
And pillars bright, and bumish'd chandeliers. 
And moon-like lights shed brilliance over all. 
The place might be some temple of delight, 
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Form'd to give joy to proud and wealthy man ; 
Bnt 'tis accursed — and I could almost deem ^ 

The lamps were demon-heads that call'd to sin, 
Or lights that lead to darkness and despair — 
The pictured walls seem dabbled o'er with blood, 
Drain'd from the fountains of the human heart. 
Look on the inmates of that splendid place ! 
With sunken eyes, and cheeks emaciate, 
And forms enveloped in foul rags, not clad. 
They crowd around, and ask the drink of death — 
The drink of poverty, disgrace, and shame. 
The glittering, gorgeous casks are ranged around, 
Mark'd with the names of various deadly draughts ; 
Some sweet to taste, in operation slow; 
Others strong, burning, maddening, swift — all sure, 
fiehold yon female, young, but worn and wan. 
With swimming eyes and inarticulate speech. 
The widow of a drunkard — she did seek 
Comfort from that which all her hope destroy'd — 
To drown her sorrows in the liquid fire 
That flames and sparkles in the crystal glass- 
That scorching lava of the human soul. 
Which bears more ruin, in its burning tide, 
Xhan ^'er was vomited from out the jaws 
Of those terrific mountains which have whelm'd 
The pride of cities with their horrid spawn. 
Look on yon figure, grimed and sear'd with toil — 
Gone is tibe self-esteem which once was his, 
Based on his strength of limb and skilful hand : 
No more with swelling heart he thinks of home, 
And of his household treasures boasting speaks ; 
No more with joy he views his children's forms, 
And hears their prattle with a fond delight; 
No more they come when sounds his welcome voice. 
And cling around him with hilarious shouts ; 
No more they list, with anxious ear, the clock 
To tell the hour which brought their parent home, 
Whilst at the sound their mother's beaming eyes. 
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And pleasant smiles, illumed her quiet face. 

As quick aside her work she threw, and rose. 

With busy action, to prepare the meal, 

The simple meal, which cheer'd the son of toil. 

That home for him hath lost its wonted charm ; 

Of household treasures he no more can boast — ] 

His children's forms are clothed in ragged garb, 

Their youthful cheeks have lost their roseate hue, 

And at his voice in tears they trembling fly ; 

Instead of fond caress descends a blow, 

And reckless curses stop their cries for food. 

With haggard cheek his suffering, trembling wife, 

The cheerful evening meal no more prepares — 

An empty cupboard mocks and grieves her heart ; 

And even if the means were hers to spioad 

The fare of old before her husband now, 

Too well she knows the drunkard's taste would spurn 

The simple beverage with an oath of scorn. 

Away with thought ! — fill high the glass again ! 

The demon-palace hath a blaze of light. 

And crowds of victims quaff the drink of death ; 

Some grasp each other's hands in maudlin mood. 

And vow eternal friendship, which endures 

The draining of another glass, and then 

The friends are tum'd to fierce and bitter foes, 

And blows are interchanged, and words of hate. 

Some in the ears of heedless strangers breathe 

The secrets they had treasured up for years ; 

Some scatter round, with hands profuse, the coin 

Which is not theirs to spend — they dream not then 

Of stony prison-walls and gloomy cell, 

]'>e long to be their portion, or perchance 

A dreary exile to a convict's home, 

Where they must live in chains a life of toil. 

Away with thought ! — ^it is a glorious scene. 

At which the fiends might clap their hands for joy. 

And hold in hell a feast to celebrate « 

The happy tidings that a host of guests 
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Were paving for themselves a broad highway 
O'er which, with headlong and infiiriate speed, 
They might rush madly, in unchecked career, 
To the eternal regions of the damn'd. 
There beauty without virtue stalks about, 
The painted herald of her own disgrace, 
Making strange mockery at her fallen state. 
Her lips polluted with foul words of crime, 
And changed the very nature of her sex. 
There is the mother with her shrivell'd babe, 
Pouring the poison in its crying mouth ; . 
There is the beldame, with a trembling hand, 
Lifting the potion to her blacken'd lips ; 
There is the beggar, spending doled-out alms 
With a free spirit and a liberal hand ; 
There is the lurking thief, with wandering look, 
Strengthening his courage for the nightly prowl — 
Away with thought ! — it is a glorious scene ! 



ZAIDEE. 



Timid and most gentle Zaidee, 

I have watch'd thee *mid the throng, 
Graced by many a lovely lady — 

Ladies beautiful and young: 
They were deck'd in robes of splendour. 

Thou wert clad in simple garb ; 
But thine eyes, with beamings tender, 

Pierced my heart like winged barb. 

Still the arrow there is lying. 

And I cannot turn away, 
!3ut must say, though nigh to dying. 

Wound me with another ray ; 
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Kill me with thine eyes of beauty, 

I will hail so sweet a death. 
And will bless thee, as a duty, 

Zaidee, with my latest breath ! 

To thy face the blush advances — 

Flowers, though mute, of love can speak- 
And my wild, impassioned glances, 

Have sown roses on thy cheek , 
Shall I dare to pluck them, dearest, 

And their hues in kisses steep ? 
Tell me, Zaidee, why thou fearest ? — 

He who plants may surely reap. 



THE PEOPLE'S PRAYER. 



God of the universe ! oh, hear our cries, 
And soften the oppressor's harden'd heart ; 

Teach him to listen to our sorrowing sighs. 
And act a wiser and a nobler part : 

A famish'd people in their anguish groan. 

And every air is laden with their moan. 

The very sunbeams, raining down from heaven, 
A dazzling mockery seem around to fling ; 

The summer-breeze across our pale brows driven, 
Beareth no joy upon its balmy wing : 

The skies are beauteous, and the earth is fair, 

Our hearts alone are fill'd with gloom and care. 

The waving blade is verduring the plain. 

The genUe flowers are diamonding the earth ; 
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The lark soars upwards with a joyous strain, 
And luscious fruit is blossoming to birth : 
The lakes are sparkling, and the streams are bright — 
Our souls alone are veil'd in sorrow's night. 

The earth o'erflows with beauty yet untold — 

The shadowy twilight and the blush of the morn ; 

The burning mid-day with its light of gold, 
And myriad stars that in the night are bom, 

All, all are full of loveliness and Thee — 

Oh, when shall man with joy Thy wonders see ! 

Thou source of happiness and life to all ! 

Giver of plenty to this favour'd earth ! 
Teach thy proud" sons to listen to the call 

That comes in vain from faint and suffering worth ; 
Teach them to feel the toil-worn mourner's sighs 
And still his children's sad and hungry cries. 

Let not the poor the great and wealthy find 

More pitiless than is the desert-biute — 
The savage tiger preys not on his kind : 

Oh, let thy Spirit in their souls take root, 
So that again upon this pleasant isle 
Prosperity may shed its glorious smile. 

Thou madest man the image of thy form. 
To bear awhile the ills of earthly life; 

Let him not sink beneath a fellow-worm, 
Crush'd by a lot of sorrow and of strife ; 

Grant him to walk with buoyant heart and tread — 

Bless hira with coin for toil, and give him bread. 
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THE LITTLE SPRITE. 



My home is the home of a little sprite, 
Which haunteth my presence by day and night ; 
His voice hath a tone cf the wildest glee, 
Which comes o'er my heart like a witchery. 
Scarce ever at rest — like the changeful air. 
He frolics and gambols everywhere ; 
Now, as a lamb, in the green meadows found ; 
Now wantonly rolling on dusty ground ; 
Now meiTy as wild bird flitting along, 
Mine ear he greets with a snatch of sopg ; 
Now he has climb'd to forbidden shelf, 
And he plays me a trick like a fairy elf. 
And I turn to chide, and look wondrous wise, 
But he laughs as he meets my angry eyes, 
And I smile at his arch and joyful look. 
As he shows me his prize — a pictured book. 
With a face grotesque, and a scorn of time. 
Like the painted imp of a pantomime. 
No scene from his whims and freaks is free ; 
His moods are as vane-like as moods can be. 
As mamy as harlequin's suit hath dyes. 
Or the hues of an arch of the showery skies. 
And now, with a dwarfish sword and shield, 
The carpetted floor is his mimic field ; 
Now he beats a tattoo on the tiny drum ; 
Now he dances about with a bee-like hum ; 
Now he chases the top, or the slender hoop, 
With a gleesome shout, and a merry whoop j 
Now tired with his noisy romp and play, . \ 
Toys are hurl'd with a careless hand away j 
Now mounted aloft on his little chair, 
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He uses his infant skill to rear • 

The painted cards in a structure light, 

And marks its growth with an earnest sight ; 

From the table upspring the paper walls — 

A cry of joy and the fabric falls ; 

As the air-built mansions of men decay. 

And fade at the breath of their judgment away. 

My darling boy, oh, my frolicsome sprite ! 

Thou art dear as the captive's gleam of light ; 

As to storm- tost sailors the sight of land ; 

As a sinner saved to the angel band. 

No sorrow or boding fear hast thou, 

But glad and serene is thine open brow ; 

As the sparkling bubbles that float on wine. 

To thy lip springs up every thought of thine ; 

An echo art thou, for each trivial word. 

Which thy ear drinks in, from thy tongue is heard ; 

And questions ask'st thou, in simplicity. 

Which the wisest are puzzled to answer thee. 

May'st thou brightly and gaily through life pass on, 

As a mote through a beam of the mid-day sun ; 

May thy years be from sin and pollution free ; 

May no shadow of guilt ever rest on thee ; 

May the attributes of thy heart and mind 

Pass through every ordeal — pure, refined ; 

And, oh, may death open the path to thee 

Of a glorious immortality. 
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THE OFFERING. 



I can but, as a lowly pilgrim, bring 

A simple offering, lady, to thy shrine, 
Yet such poor gifts as to thy votary cling — 

My heart, my lyre, and changeless faith are thine. 
Rich gems, and gold, thine offerings may have been ; 

Instead of these, I give my deathless love ; 
For costly coronal, a wreath of green ; 

For pearls, the flowers amid its verdure wove ; 
I have entwined a lily in my wreath. 

Deeming thee pure as is its stainless hue ; 
A rose, less fragrant than thine own sweet breath ; 

A violet, emblem of thine eyes' deep blue : 
Though worthless now, richer these gifts will be 
Than gold or gems, when look'd upon by thee. 



MANCHESTER. 



And this, then, is the place where Romans trod. 

Where the stem soldier revell'd in his camp. 
Where naked Britons fix'd their wild abode. 

And lawless Saxons paced with warlike tramp. 
Gone is the castle, which old legends tell 

The cruel knight once kept in barbarous state, 
Till bold Sir Launcelot struck upon the bell, 

Fierce Tarquin slew, and oped the captives' gate. 
No trace is left of the invading Dane, 

Or the arm'd followers of the Norman knight; 
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Gone is the dwelling of the Saxon thane, 

And lord and baron with their feudal might; 
The ancient Irwell holds its course alone. 
And washes still Mancunium's base of stone. 

Where once the forest-tree uprear'd its head. 

The chimney casts its smoke- wreath to the skies. 
And o^er the land are massive structures spread. 

Where loud and fast the mighty engine plies ; 
Swift whirls the polished steel in mazy bound, 

Clamorous confusion stuns the deafened ear, 
The man-made monsters urge their ceaseless round, 

Startling strange eyes with wild amaze and fear ; 
And here, amid the tumult and the din, 

His daily toil pursues the pallid slave. 
Taxing his youthful strength and skill to win 

The food for labour, and an early grave : 
To many a haggard wretch the clanging bell. 
That call'd him forth at mom, hath been a loiell. 

But lovely ladies smile^ in rich array. 

Fearing the free breath of the fragrant air. 
Nor think of those whose lives are worn away. 

In sickening toil to deck their beauty rare ; 
And all around are scattered lofty piles. 

Where Commerce heapeth high its costly stores — 
The various produce of a hundred isles. 

In altered guise, abroad the merchant pours. 
Learning and Science have their pillarM domes ; 

Religion to its sacred temples calls ; 
Music and Art have here their fostering homes. 

And Charity hath bless'd and sheltering halls ; 
Nor is there wanting, *mid the busy throng, 
The tuneful murmurings of the poet's song. 
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VISIONS. 

I dreamt that thou wert a beauteous dame, 

Who lived in the days of yore, 
And I thought that a myriad of suitors came, 

And knelt thy charms before : 
Then I look'd on a brilliant tournament, 

And I heard the trumpets^ strain, 
And a number of gallant knights were bent 

To strive on the martial plain ; 
There was a laurel crown, and the favour'd knight, 

Who bore the prize away, 
Might claim the hand of thy beauty bright, 

On the eve of that joyous day; 
And I thought that I was a warrior bold, 

And I won the laurel crown — 
Twas dearer to me than a wreath of gold — 

At thy feet I laid it down. 

Again I dreamt, and methought that I 

Was a proud young cavalier, 
Who lived in the glance of his loved one's eye, 

And thou wert she most dear ; 
We dwelt in the sunny land of Spain, 

And a thousand gallants strove 
The heart of thy virgin breast to gain, 

Yet thou gavest to me thy love ; 
And I came to thy balcony's jutting shade. 

By the light of the moon and star. 
And I warbled a pensive serenade. 

To my lightly struck guitar: 
I bore thee away in the dreamy night. 

To ^he holy altar's side. 
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And there, in thy garments of snowy white, 
I made thee my blessed bride. 

Once more I dreamt, and I thought me dead, 

But my spirit left its clay, 
As a captive bird its cell, and fled 

Beyond the star-paved way ; 
And I met thee there in those realms of light. 

With thy shining eyes and hair. 
Enrobed in a halo of glory bright, 

The fairest 'mid angels fair. 
We wander'd those heavenly scenes among, 

In the shade of celestial groves. 
And our voices swelled in a sacred song. 

And we talked of our former loves ; 
We sigh'd for those friends who remained on earth, 

From pleasures so sweet and pure, 
And our gladness, that in the soul had birth, 

We knew would for ever endure. 

1 breathe to thy beauty my true heart's sigh. 

And thou seem'st to my waking gaze. 
As fair as thou wert to my droaming eye. 

When a nymph of the olden days; 
And I love thee as well as I loved in my dream. 

When I thought thee a maiden of Spain, 
And sung, in the light of the starry gleam. 

To my sweet guitsur a strain. — 
Though the dazzling pageants of vision have fled. 

The star of my dreaming is here. 
And though fancy's illusions around it were spread, 

'Tis as fair — ^to my soul 'tis as dear : 
If the spirit of life from my bosom should flee. 

And unto yon far heaven stray, 
Though bright as the heaven of my dream it 
should be, 

'Twould avail not if thou wert away. 
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OH! DOST THOU REMEMBER THOSE 
MOMENTS OF GLADNESS. 



Oh ! dost thoa remember those moments of gladness, 

That fiided away like a dream of delight, 
And left us to pine o'er their absence in sadness, 

As we muse o'er bright visions in darkness of night ; 
That joy was a blossotn my pathway adorning, 

Too rich in its odour and beauty to last. 
As the flower which has birth with the light of the 
morning, 

And dies when the day and the sunbeams have past. 

Loved voices cheer'd us, and laughter was ringing. 

More merry than bells in the gay bridal-hour ; 
Time o'er our heads was as rapidly winging. 

As ever it flew o'er a love-haunted bower ; 
Thine eyes were twin-orbs, that were beaming with 
splendour, 

More bright than the stars when the clouds they peep 
through ; 
But, oh! their pure light was so witching and tender, 

That to me they seem'd violets sprinkled with dew. 

Enchanting the tones in mine ear thou wert breathing. 

Mine was a bliss that my tongue could not speak, 
For the tresses of beauty^ thy fair face enwreathing, 

The wandering breezes swept over my cheek ; 
Blest moments at times from our cares we may borrow^ 

That years of our life we would give to recall ; 
But, oh! in my course through this valley of sorrow, 

Those moments with thee were the sweetest of all ! 
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MARGARET. 
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Margaret is young and fair, 

With eyes, whose joyous rays 
Are brighter far than diamonds are. 

And lovelier to the gaze. 
You may have look'd on eyes, whose hue 
Was witching, and dissolving blue ; 
Or jet black eyes, whose dazzling fire 
All those who saw must needs admire ; 
But woman's glances ne'er beam'd yet 
More soft than those of Margaret. 

Lily pale is Margaret's cheek, 

And yet surpass'd by none ; 
For if for beauty's blush you seek, 

It dwells that cheek upon. 
Oh ! who can look upon her smile, 
And feel his soul unmoved the while ? 
Or mark her lips of love unclose, 
And give to view the shining rows 
Of pearl in beds of coral set, 
And not adore fair Margaret ? 

Margaret's hair, like streams of light. 
Doth o'er her white neck flow, 

And twines, in yellow ringlets bright, 
Around her polish'd brow : 

Each silken lock, each curling tress. 

Glows like a star of loveliness ; 

Her voice is like a bow, whose dart 

Is sure to sink into the heart ; 

Who once has seen, can ne'er forget. 

Or cease to love young Margaret. 
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CHRISTMAS MUSINGS. 



The frost is abroad — there is silence around, 

For the snow, like the shroud of a corse, wraps the 

ground; 
The moon looks as quiet as maid in a dream, 
And the stars seem to shiver with cold as they gleam. 
The wayfarer hurries along on his track, 
As swift and as still as the flight of the rack ; 
And as some dark river that ne'er hath a rest, 
The passions of man hold their course in his breast, 
And slander, and discord, and envy, and hate, 
Are triumphant by turns, like the demons of fate. 
Whilst at times come the spirits of peace, hope, and love, 
On their white wings upborne, like the olive-fraught 

dove; 
And the Angel of Death, and the Angel of Life, 
Still onward career, in perpetual strife. 

'Tis the time when our musings should backwards be 

cast — 
To resolve that the coming shall better the past ; 
Tis the time when we hear the lone year's dying knell, 
And we feel that some hope with that sound bids 

farewell. 
To our thoughts with what bitterness memory brings 
The hours that flew by on the fleetest of wings, 
When the cup sparkled bright, and the jest rose on high, 
But to leave nought behind save resolve and a sigh ; 
The aspirings come back that were cherish'd in vain. 
And can never take root in the spirit again. 
'Tis the season when peace in our souls should abound, 
When our homes should be bright, though 'tis dreary 

around. 



Digitized byCjOOQlC 



POETICAL WOBKS. 8I 

When anger, and pride, and revenge should depart, 
And meekness and charity reign in the heart ; 
'Tis the time when He came who was lowly and mild, 
With the powers of a God, and the form of a child. 
To teach, amid sufferings, this lesson divine. 
That those who are greatest are ever benign. 
That gentleness, goodness, forgiveness, and love. 
Are things prized the most by our Father above. 

Oh, who can look back on the yeots that are past, 

And think that our earth-bom affections can last ? 

Like the leaves of the forest-tree falling away. 

The friends of our youth and our manhood decay. 

Till the heart seems a withered and desolate thing) 

That can never again know a summer or spring. 

And we feel life's warm tide growing chill in our veins. 

Like a stream which is fetter'd in winter's dark chains. 

We may gaze with an eye of devotion and pride 

On the form that has clung through all ills to our side. 

But we know that the spirit may vanish away. 

And leave us but cold and inanimate clay ; 

We may pledge our true faith to the friend beloved well^ 

But we know there is one hath a mightier spell; 

We may press to our bosom the child we love best. 

But we know not how long in our arms it may rest ; 

We may gather about us the circle we prize, 

And drink in dehght from their lips and their eyes ; 

Our hearts may re-echo their laughter with glee. 

Whilst we feel 'tis a blessing to live and to be. 

But the thought will return that each moment may bring 

The decree that will shatter and sever the ring ; 

We may cherish fond hopes, we may dream of high 

deeds, 
We may sow in the womb of the present our seeds. 
But the fond hopes may fade, and the high deeds may 

fail. 
And the seeds we have sown may be strewn by the gale; 
For the Angel of Death ever goeth his way. 
And smites as he listeth the young and the gray: 
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He laughs at the monarch, and smiles on the slave, 
As his sceptre he points to his palace — the grave. 

Oh, what were existence if earth were our goal. 

If the Angel of Life had no power o'er the soul. 

If the loved ones who leave us should never appear. 

To welcome and bless in a happier sphere I 

But He who came down from His home in the skies 

Hath told that the dead from the grave shall arise — 

That man shall exist in a glory divine, 

That splendour unceasing around him shall shine. 

We shall meet with the friends of our manhood and 

youth. 
And the being who blest with her beauty and truth ; 
We shall see the young cherub we held on our knee, 
We shall hear the sweet voices once ringing with glee, 
And slander, and discord, and envy, and hate. 
Shall have ceased to exist in that heavenly state. 
And all things shall be, and shall live, and shall move 
In gentleness, goodness, forgiveness, and love. 

Then gather, ye dear ones, around me to night. 
The fire on our hearth bumeth cheerly and bright; 
There is health on your cheeks, there is joy in your eyes — 
Let the sound of your innocent laughter arise ; 
And thou too, my love, with thy " bonnie brown hair," 
And thine eyes which are lustrous, despite of thy care, 
Come gather, come gather — nay heed not the din — 
If *tis winter without, it is summer within. 
To night we'll have frolic, and story, and song. 
And our deeds shall be careless as though all were young. 
Let the spirit of thankfulness dwell in each breast. 
For the sorrows overcome, and the blessings possest; 
Let our faith be fix'd firm in the Mighty and Just, 
Let us praise and be glad, let us hope, let us trust. 
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THE AYRSHIRE MAID. 

Can I forget that golden day, 

When first I saw thy form of grace, 
And gazed upon the smiling ray, 

That dwelt, like sunshine, on thy face ? 
Oh, no ! thy memory with me dwells. 

As light that gilds the clouds of care. 
And many a fond remembrance tells 

Of thee and muse-enchanted Ayr. 

The trees were clad in brightest green. 

The sunny waters danced along ; 
No shadow frown'd upon the scene. 

But all was clear, and glad, and young. 
It was the hopeful month of May, 

And every branch held blossoms fair ; 
Spring-loveliness around as lay, '>' 

But nought more sweet than thee had Ayr. 

Music's most silvery tones were heard. 

When thou did'st breathe the poet's line, 
And honied o'er seem'd every word 

That pass'd those virgin lips of thine ; 
A magic mingled with the rhyme. 

Which gain'd firom thee a beauty rare? 
For as some spirit of the clime 

Wert thou to me in verdant Ayr. 
r 

Farewell ! we ne'er may meet again, 
Young dweller in a far-off land ; 

Yet, when thou roam'st thy native plain. 
Think thou of him who press'd thy hand, 
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And, as he met thy dewy eyes, 

Breathed for thy future bliss a prayer : — 

Oh ! oft within my heart will rise, 

Fond thoughts of thee and beauteous Ayr. 



THE FLIGHT OF TIME. 



" And must we die so soon ! " I heard one say. 
With beauty smiling on her gentle face, 

Like light on rose-leaves, when the sun's warm ray 
Woos mom with kisses to its soft embrace. 

" How fast time flies ! " the lady said, and sigh'd, 
" Each hour with swifter wing it rushes on ; 

Dawn, noon, and eve so closely seem ally'd. 
The day is scarcely ours ere it is gone." 

Time rushes on — the golden links of life 
Are broken one by one from off the chain. 

And yet we cling to earthly care and strife. 
And dread to leave the ties that still remain. 

Time rushes on — affection fades and dies; 

The love we thought corruptless fails to dust; 
The light of friendship, like a meteor, flies. 

And crumbled at our feet lie faith and trust. 

Time rushes on, and, like a child at play. 

In search of flowers o'er many paths we roam, 

But darkness comes upon our little day. 
And we are wanderers far away from home. 

Time rushes on — we turn our gaze above. 

And though on earth the darkening shadows fall, 
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Like cheering ministers of hope and love, 
The eyes of heaven seem watching over all. 

We see the types of that unchanging land, 
Whose flowers are deathless as the starry ray, 

Where Time can wave not his destroying wand, 
And night can dim not the immortal day. 

We see and feel the universal God, 

His presence moveth with us everywhere ; 

Springing in bloom and freshness from the clod, 
Or breathing bliss and fragrance in the air. 

Time rushes on ; and well it is so — here 
We are but labouring at a transient task. 

Ere we are calPd from this uncertain sphere. 
To more than we could hope for, crave, or ask. 

To more than we could hope for, if we live 

Not as the denizens alone of earth. 
But as the creatures God hath deign'd to give 

The glorious heritage of second birth, 

Oh, let us meekly, then, but firmly, try 
To do His loving labour, to us given. 

So that we cannot grieve too sodn to die, 

When death on earth is but to live in heaven. 
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LINLITHGOW PALACE.* 

Oh, fair Linlithgow ! there thy palace stands, 

Proud in its ruins, noble in decay, 
And, as in vision, I behold those bands 

Who trod thy halls in times long past away : 
Princes, and lovely dame, and gallant knight, 
Again come thronging to my mental sight. 

Well might the royal lady of Lorraine 

Look on thy walls with an admiring glance, 

And truly say that eye might seek in vain 
For ought so kingly in the realms of France : 

Even as thou art, thou rear'st thy lofty head. 

And state and glory seem around thee spread. 

Thy beauteous lake is placid as of old. 

The lapse of years hath wrought no changes there ; 
It sleeps before me, with its waters cold 

Gilt by the sun, unstirfd by passing air, 
Like something pure, by holy Spirit blest. 
Where not one trace of human change could rest. 



« The Palace of Linlithgow was the birth-place of Mary, Qaeen of Scots, and 
combines that fine taste and true magnificence which distinguish all the Scottish 
Palaces, erected by the House of Stuart. It was an observation of Itfary of 
Lorraine, Queen of James V. , th»t the King of France had not a palace comparable 
with that of Linlithgow. It stands apon the margin of a beautiful lake, which 
on the east, washes the base of a gently sloping hill. The author beheld the 
Palace on a delightful summer afternoon, when the grey ruins, contrasted with 
the golden radiance of the lake and the bright green verdure surrounding it, made 
the scene one of a most romantic and enchanting character. 
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Oh, human change ! — oh, worldly strife and hate ! 

At those dread words my memory recalls 
One who was doom'd to an untimely fate, 

Who first saw light within those palace walls ; 
One who was form'd in hall and bower to shine, 
The hapless daughter of a princely line. 

Thou ill-starr'd monarch ! Scotland's fairest flower ! 

Nor wit, nor grace, nor beauty thee could save ; 
The blood of kings, nature's most lavish dower — 

Nought could preserve thee firom a bloody grave. 
On England's maiden queen a stain doth lie. 
That lliou by her decree did'st headless die. 

Palace, farewell ! thou should'st be as thou art, 
A stately, desolate, and moumiul pile ; 

A thing to raise sad memories in the heart, 
And cause mankind in bitterness to smile. 

To think how vain are pride and power below. 

To save from pain, and strife, and death, and woe. 



SLEEPLESS FANCIES. 

I hear no sound — ^mine eyes are veil'd by night, 
And yot I lie upon a sleepless bed. 
Tossing with wearied frame and aching head. 

Longing to gaze upon the dawn of light. 

The stream-like hours seem frozen in their flight. 
Whilst, like swift meteors, thoughts athwart my brain 
Follow each other in a chase most vain; 

And now I start and shudder in aflright. 
Poised on the edge of cavern deep and dim. 

Now wild-flowers bloom, and waters kiss my feet, 

But when my lips the cooling wave would greet, 
Gone is the brook, and flowerless is its brim : 

Grant me, oh, God ! sweet sleep and happy dreams. 

Or let me look upon the morning's beams. 
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EVENING. 



Long have 1 loved thee, pensive, pale-brow'd Even ; 

And o'er my spirite at thy hour will steal 
A soothing caJmness, which 'tis sweet to feel — 

Methinks thy reign to hush our woes was given. 
Sometimes imagination wild will stray ; 

And I have thought each golden cloud the car 

Of heaven-crown'd angels, who in glory lay, 
And look'd on mortals from their height a&r ; 

And I have thought their breath might be the 
breeze 
That bows the roses, with its gentle sighs — 
The stars, the beamings of their radiant eyes : 

But fancy's strange and wayward flights were 
these — 
Like to the pageants of a glorious dream. 
Scared by rude voice when comes the morning's 
gleam. 



THE RESTORATION 
OF CHARLES THE SECOND. 

A high bom and a beauteous crowd 

FiUs balcony and tower. 
To look upon the gay and proud. 

On England's banish'd flower ; 
Strange sounds of joy are on the air, 
And many a plighted maiden fair; 
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With throbbing heart and smother'd sigh, ' 
Gazes with an expectant eye, 
And waits for him to her most dear, 
Her brave and courtly cavalier. 

Banners are streaming to the breeze, 

And brazen trumpets ring. 
And shouts — yet not alone of these 

Thinks the returning king : 
His thoughts are straying from the scene. 
From what is now to what hath been ; 
When death hung o'er the royal head, 
And far from throne and home he fled. 
His sceptre but a broken brsmd, 
A rebel ruler o'er the land ! 

And where is he whose arm of might 

Ruled with an iron sway ? 
Gone like a troubled dream of night 

Before ih' approach of day ; 
The feeble heir he leaves behind. 
Reft of his father's giant mind. 
Lost, dead to glory and to fame. 
Inherits but his father's name : 
Like a small water's hidden course. 
Obscure, though ocean be its source. 

They come, they come, a noble throng, 

The loyal and the true. 
And now the monarch glides along. 

Girt by his chosen few : 
But many eyes will look in vain 
To find, amid that splendid train. 
The kindred forms that left their home, 
W^ith banish'd royalty to roam. 
That clung to him they could not save. 
Their recompense — an exile's grave ! 
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Spring-buds on erery path are strew'd, 

A sweet and lovely group, 
As virgins brought from solitude, 

In the world's gaze to droop ; 
And prancing chargers paw the ground, 
Scattering those pale young blossoms rounds 
And snowy plumes are fluttering by, 
Pure as the white elouds^ of the sky ; 
And nod, and smite, and wave of hand. 
Are welcoming that joyous band. 

All, all is bright and glorious now. 

No traces of the past ; 
But thus it is with all below, 

Where nought is doom'd to last : 
One moment dark, the next all bright — 
Alternate bloom, sdtemate blight ; 
The son of sire struck headless down, 
Now call'd from banishment to crown : 
A fitting type of human state. 
Sad record of a monarch's fate ! 



YOUTH'S RETURN. 



I awoke in the depth of a starless night, 
And gazed on my darken'd room ; 

I was as one struck down with a blinded sight, 
And doom'd to a world of gloom, 

Or as a spirit hurl'd from a realm of light. 
Or living man in a tomb. 
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Oh, my soul had been bathed in a blissful dream — 

My youth had return'd again ; 
Like the spell-broken rush of an ice-bound stream. 

The blood coursed through every vein ; 
Free from sorrow and care did my bosom seem 

As a sunny ray from stain. 

Beaming eyes, that were dimm'd not by sorrow's 
tears, 
Were mirror'd within mine own ; 
Blessed voices discoursed to my ravished ears, 

With joy in each loving tone ; 
And my soul breathed in converse, for doubts and 
fears 
Were things to my heart unknown. 

On my cheeks and my temples the soft breeze blew, 
With a fresh and a balmy breath ; 

Brightly green were the leaves that above me grew, 
And fragrant the flowers beneath ; 

Blithely singing, the wild-birds past me flew — 
Nought told of decay or death. 

Affection again o'er my bosom had power, 

In its first delicious spring, 
When woman appeareth a heavenly dower, 

And love seems a holy thing. 
Pure and chaste as the dew on an opening flower. 

Or dust on the butterfly's wing. 

I awoke, and my blood it was thick and cold, 

For the vision'd forms had past. 
And as well might mine arms have sought to enfold 

The fitful and moaning blast , 
Long, long on those cherish'd and loved ones of old 

Had the grave's damp earth been cast.^ 
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The stillness is broken by my child's low sighs, 

My spirit has ceased to pine ; 
I think of my children's love-fraught eyes, 

And the bliss that still is mine; 
And fond thoughts, sweetest wife, in my heart arise, 

Which tell of the truth of thine. 



THE LAKE OF INTEMPERANCE. 



I had a vision — it was not of night, 
But came unto me in the day's full noon. 
Methought I gazed upon a horrid lake. 
Whose banks no shrub nor herbage green e'er deck'd; 
No tall tree lifted up its branching arms, 
But all was naked, banen, black, and bare ; 
The birds that hover'd o'er its surface fell. 
And powerless sunk within its noisome wave ; 
Wild beasts of prey, with ravenous rage athirst, 
That came and of its baleful contents drank. 
With jaws of foam and red and glaring eyes, 
Howl'd forth a yell of agony and pain. 
And madly fled into the woods again. 
Inscribed with characters that each might read. 
Huge gloomy banners floated all around. 
Bearing the words " Whoever drinks must die !'' 
Yet still did crowds press onwards to the banks, 
Still onwards roll'd a dark and living flood : 
Beauty and ugliness, and youth and age: 
The sinewy ruffian, with a form erect, 
And hoary villainy, with shoulders bent, 
And trembling limbs supported by a stafl*; 
Those who had scarcely pass'd the teens of life. 
And yet display'd a wrinkled, hollow cheek ; 
The mother, with her infant in her arms, 
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A babe that ne'er had borne a father's name ; 

The shapeless cripple 'tween his crutches slung ; 

The soldier, who had toil'd 'mid smoke and blood, 

The ill-paid victor of full many a field ; 

The limb-shorn sailor, who, in many a fight 

Had help'd to feed the monsters of the deep ; 

The wretch whose conscience mock'd him like a fiend ; 

The man who had endured the world's hard gripe. 

And he who had oppress'd the suffering poor ; 

The labourer, reckless because freely paid, 

And he whose toil scarce fumish'd him with food — 

A motley and a miserable band. 

The throng press'd forward to the deadly lake. 

Some on the dreadfiil words a moment gassed. 

And, with a shudder, would have tum'd again; 

But those behind impell'd them fiercely on. 

And they bent down, and pale and trembling drank, 

Moderate at first, and then a deeper draught. 

Some doff'd the greasy coverings from their heads. 

And fiU'd them with the element of death ; 

Some bared their feet, and thus were goblets found ; 

Some scoop'd the liquor with their bony hands. 

And some, with visage red and eyes inflamed. 

Greedily plunged their heads into the stream. 

Taking a beastlike attidude to make 

Themselves more loathsome than the loathliest brute. 

Then came a scene unpaintable by pen, 

Of horrid revelry and discord wild ; 

Laughter which with a shriek was strangely blent. 

And loud unmeaning shouts, half rage, hali joy ; 

Dances uncouth, and impish leaps in air ; 

Freaks most fantastic, rude and apish tricks; 

Features distorted into hideous forms. 

Some twisted by the agony of pain, 

The dread forerunner of an awful death. 

And others in a frightful mockery shaped. 

To scorn and ridicule e'en life's last throes. 

Ungovernable discord reign'd, and feuds 
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Savage and furious tossed about the throngs 

Till it became a storm of human hearts, 

A dark tempestuous sea of fleshy waves. 

The son upraised his hand against his sire. 

And struck the givet of his life to earth ; 

The daughter with the mother warfare waged^ 

And sisters wreaked upon each other blows, 

And, like twin^Cains, brother with brother strove ; 

Old friends encountered, and, with wolfidh looks. 

Seemed as they now would rend each other's hearts ; 

Some threw their arms aloft in stupid glee. 

And others reel'd along with bat-like eyes ; 

Some sought, to look profoundly grave and wise. 

Then broke into a laugh they knew not why ; 

Some strove, and vainly strove, to utter speech, 

Their lolling tongues sweUM to a wordless mass; 

Some crept along with weak and childlike tread. 

And sunk, down-trodden, crush'd by myriad feet. 

Death walkM amid the ranks, and numbers fell. 

In black, unsightly heaps, when waved his arm. 

Some died wiUi hand uplifted high to strike, 

And some with curse half utter'd on their lips. 

And howls and groans and imprecations deep, 

In place of prayers» their parting breaths gave forth. 

Still did the work of death go swiftly on — 

In heaps they perished — oh, more blind than flies 

That taste and die around the poisonM cup ; 

And still they onwards came, and stiU they drank, 

And downwards fell and miserably died. 

My heart grew sick— I could not longer gaze : 

Just then a voice made whisper in mine ear — 

^^It is na baseless vision thou hast seen, 

Take warning from the lesson, and depart ; 

If thou wouldst learn the name of yon dark lake, 

I breathe it now — -it is Intemperance !" 

T tum'd amazed — nought living could I see — 

I look'd again, but lake and all- were gone ! 
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TO THE EVENING STAR. 

flose of the starry garden of the sky, 

Thou fairest gem in heaven^ls radiant mine ; 
Bright Peri of tibe night, whose laughing eye 

Is glancing ever with a^ joyous shine, 
JLike a young virgin's, glad but tremblingly ; 
Chief handmaid to the lovely lady-moon, 
Bathing thy beauty in the sky's blue river, 
Oh, I could gaze on thy pure smiles for ever; 
But thy light passes, as our life, too soon, 
And night already hath o'erpass'd its noon ; 
The storm^winds float around me with sad wail, 
Hush'd in her covert is the nightingale, 
The dim clouds shadow thee, and on the spray 
The rain drops dash-^farewell ! I must away. 



OH, THINK'ST THOU I BEMEMBER NOT. 



Oh, think'st thou I remember not 

The vows pledged at thy shrine i 
Oh, do'st thou deem thyself forgot. 

When flows the sparkling wine ? 
Amid the song, amid the dance. 

Thine image dwells with me ; 
Each fairy form, each thrilling glance, 

But tells my heart of thee. 
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The lays I breathe are all thine own. 

For thee I touch the lute ; 
Had not thine eyes upon me shone, 

Its tones had aye been mute. 
Oh, thou hast been the star that shed 

Its kindly light on me ; 
When hearts grew cold, and joy had fled, 

I found no change in thee. 



FANTASIES. 



We are not old for ever — o'er the heart 

There comes at times a rush of spring-tide joy ; 

From the bright morning of our life a breath 

Creeps ^mid the once green leaves, that now in death 
Lie in our bosoms. Once again a boy. 

We feel the hopes and ioys around us start, 
That lured us onward with a mocking beam^ 
The sun sheds glory on each brook and stream ; 
We drink delight from every passing breeze, 
And hear sweet music murmur through the trees, 

That bend with luscious fruitage. Then blue eyes. 
And bell-like voices wilder us again^ 

Alas ! they come and vanish — ^fantasies, 
That leave behind far less of bliss than pain. 
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THE MAIDEN'S GRAVE * 



Over the waste of dim departed years, 

As a lost wanderer, memory tracks its way, 
And, like pale spectres, vanish'd hopes andfears 

Before my vision flit in strange array ; 
Dead faces rise from out the clammy earth, 

I meet the glancing of their glittering eyes, 
And my heart boundeth with its old delight 

To hear the tones of mirth, 
Breathed by the lips that never uttered sighs. 

Springing from hearts that never felt a blight. 



* In Middleton Churchyard is a grave planted round with willowg and 
flowers, bnt without a stone or inscription. This is the grave of Ann Bamf ord, 
the only child of Samuel Bamford, the poet, who was devotedly attached torher. 
When a mere child I passed some days at a farm house, where she also was stay- 
ing; her father being then in prison on political grounds. A childish friendship 
was formed, which, though we never met again, has always had an abiding place 
in my memory. I have now the happiness of calling her Father my friend ;and, ia 
the summer of 1841, 1 stood with him for the first time, beside his daughter's grave, 
together with Mr. J. C. Prince and two literary friends. We were all struck with 
the beautiful and poetic feeling which had led to the decoration of the grave. Mr. 
Prince and myself each agreed to write some verses on the subject, and his have 
already appeared in print ; but I believe, that no similarity will be found between 
them and my own* '* I have planted, " said Mr, Bamford, " no garden flowers 
about her grave. I thought that wild ones would be more characteriAtic of a aim. 
pie peasant girl." 



i 
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The misty crowd hath faded, and I stray 
A happy boy that hath not told a teen, 
A little maid companion of my play, 

Through hedge-lined lanes, and over meadows 
green : 
Summer is smiling o^er the fertile land. 

Birds, like our thoughts, soar with a heavenward 
wing, ^ 
And in our hearts joy holds its festival, 

As> wandering hand in hand. 
We pluck wild flowers, or drink from sparkling 
spring — 
It seems as though earth's pleasures could not pall. 

The little maiden is a treasoired child. 

The only daughter of a poet's home. 
One who had oft been by high thoughts beguiled. 

In search of truth and liberty to roam ; 
One who now languished in a dungeon cell. 

Though nought his aspirations proud could tame. 
Or quench the fire that in his bosom bum'd : 

Oh, what can break the spell 
Which binds the soul where lives the germ of fame ? — 

By death alone the eagle's course is turned. 

Nature hath donn'd her richest summer dress, 

As a young vit^n gaily deck'd to meet 
One who rejoicetS in her loveliness; 

The trees are throng'd with leaves^ the breeze is 
sweet, 
Laden with odours from a thousand flowers ; 

Insects with rainb&w wings ai^ fluttering by, 
And song of reaper comes upon the ear ; 
We rest in shadowy bowers. 
For not a cloud o*erveils the sunny sky ; 

All, all is joy and hope — we know not woe or fear. 
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The scene as changed— my brow is touch'd by care. 

The glow of youth no more is on my cheek, 
And troubled years have thinn'd my flowing hair, 

Whilst my heart swells with thoughts I cannot 
speak. 
Summer is smiling o^er the land agadn, 

And flowers are scattering incense on the earth. 
And graceful trees their leaves above me wave : 

I tread no grassy plain, 
And no glad fancies in my mind have birth — 

Flowers are below, but flowers that deck a grave. 

It is an old churchyard, a rustic spot. 

Where all around repose the lowly dead. 
And stony chronicles point oat each lot. 

With record wchu by many a passing tread; 
But here lies one without a Une-carved stone 

To speak her virtues, or to simply tell 
When pass'd away her innocent yeung breath ; 

Yet many an anguishM moan 
Was breathed by those who knew her worth too well. 

Whose dearest hopes were blighted by her death. 

Flowers bloom around, the flowers in life she loved, 

The truest emblems of a simple maid. 
Whose breast was ne'er by thoughts unholy mo ved 

Whose tongue was ne'er to evil words betray'd. 
Who was herself of one dear home the flower. 

The gentle tendril of her mother's heart, — 
The rose whose perfume filled her father's soul 

With fragrance which no power, 
Save that of death, could ever make depart ; 

And he with flowers had deck'd her earthly goaL 

Qere the meek maiden of the chilly year, 
The silver snow-drop^ peeps from snowy bed* 

Whilst, by its side, the pearly buds appear 
Of the bright crocxis with its golden head ; 
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Here the fair primrose sheds its rays aronnd, 
And violets woo the kisses of the sun. 

And lowly daisies from their coverts peep ; 
Forget-me-nots abound — 

Like tones from voices of the loved and gone — 
And the white clover round about doth creep 

The rose unfolds its leaves of beautyrrare, 

Looking at mom like village-maid in tears ; 
The hyacinth swings its bells upon the air, 

Their music heard, perchance, by angel cars; 
The amaranthus showeth its white cell. 

With a frdnt tinge, like blush of modest cheek ; 
There may you find the sweet-breathed mignionette, 

And scarlet pimpernel, 
Which shelter from the coming storm will seek. 

And close its blossoms e^er its leaves be wet. 

There standeth by my side the sorrowing sire, 

The gifted father of a gentle child ; 
One who hath felt the true poetic fire. 

And wander'd musing over heath and wild ; 
One who hath breathed the patriotic lay. 

And guiltless suffered in ai dungeon dim ; 
One who hath strivefi for liberty and right. 

And lived to see the day 
When he to freedom might outpour the hymn, 

And fearless mingle in the bloodless fight. 

No tear is flowing from that father's eye, 

No sorrow utters he in wailings weak ; 
But there is grief which ha& not tear nor sigh, 

And there is woe which doth no language seek : 
Most tenderly that humble grave he tends, 

And watcheth it throughout the varying year. 
And carefiilly each weed doth he remove ; 
There childhood never wends 
To pluck the flowers, but with a holy fear, 

And reverent thoughts, is shunn'd Uie grave of love. 
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Ana we who wander'd in our infast years, 

Gathering bright blossoms, drinking from the well, 
Death leaves oue yet to tread the vale of tears. 

The other in her youth and beauty fell : 
I still live on — thy kindred mourn thee dead. 

My heart still broods o'er sorrows of its own ; 
The very flowers thy childhood prized now wave 

O'er thy unconscious head — 
The thorns of life have in my path been thrown, 

And now I stand and muse upon thy grave. 



A SONG FOR THE QUEEN. 

Oh ! beautiful Queen of the fearless and free, 
What glory and happiness smile upon thee ! 
Thy presence is hail'd with rejoicing and song. 
The air rings with shouts as thou movest along ; 
The lowly and lofty, the peasant and peer. 
Are equals in joy when their monarch is near ; 
And discord and hate fly afar from the scepe. 
Which boasts of the beauty of Englapd's fidr Queen ! 

Young flower of the state ! thou wert foster'd with 

pride, 
Tliy lineage was kingly, thy heritage wide : 
And richly and bright did each blossom expand. 
Which sprang into birth 'neath a parent's fond hand. 
Thy fame hath gone forth o'er the land and the sea, 
The hopes of a myriad are centred in thee ; 
While Heaven is blue, and the meadows are green. 
No treason shall triumph o'er England's fjair Queen ! 
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Thy power is pot purchased with jewels and gold. 
For hearts are thine own that are priceless as bold ; 
Thou needest not bulwarks of turretted stone, 
Thy people are ramparts to stand round thy throne ; 
Thy weakness is strength, and thy gentleness might. 
Thy justice is mercy, tiby counsel oar light ; 
Thou rulest m wisdom, thy sway is serene — 
We honour and bless thee, oh! England's fair Queen! 

Proud monarch of Btitain ! still dear«rthou art, 
When we think thou hast one that is king of thy 

Heart; 
For the foe must she be of oppression and strife. 
Who is lored as a parent and worship'd as wife, 
Let the minstrel from thee thy posterity trace. 
And prophecy glory and joy for thy race; 
May the father's firm mind, and the mother's sweet 

mien, 
Descend to the offspring of England's fair Queen I 



VIOLETS. 



I have wreathed my lute with violets. 

As if its tones could be 
Blent with the odour of their breath. 

Whilst it is waked for thee. 

I know 'twas but a childish thought, 

To deem the magic power, 
To blend its sweets with strains of love, 

Should dwell with simple flower. 

'Twas but a childish thought, and yet 
What meeter wreath could be 
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Than flowers whose hue is type of £aith. 
Whose beauty tells of thee? 

I thought of thee as I twined around 

My lute each living gem : 
Thou wilt say, perchance, there are brighter 

flowers — 
Therb are, but I chose not them. 

And why ? — T will tell thee why, my love, 

These deep bhie buds I chose, 
Nor pluckM, as an emblem, the lily's cup. 

Or the proud and queen-like rose. 

'Twas a balmy eve, and the star-wrought sky 

Like a festive temple seem'd, 
When I wander'd, my dearest^ to muse on thee. 

O'er the paths where the flow'rets gleam'd. 

I look'd on the lily, but chill and pale 

Its silver leaflets lay — 
'Twas all too cold for afiection's type. 

And I tum'd from its beauties away. 

I sought out the home of the crimson rose. 

But the brightness of its bloom, 
And the leaves which had courted the sunny 
day. 

Had shrunk from the evening's gloom. 

And I thought it not meet that my humble lute 
'Mid the breath of the rose should flow. 

For I could not[deem that ihy youthful heart 
Would change in the hour of woe. 

I found the spot where the violets grew, 
By the light of their dewy eyes. 
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Which shone as I stood by their lowly bed, 
And the incense of their sighs. 

Qh, not like the rose did they woo the sun, 

In a glad and a smiling hour, 
And shrink, like the false and treacherous heart, 

When the shadows began to low'r. 

They were still unchanged when the darkness 
came, 

And around my lute I twined 
Their buds, as an emblem of thy truth. 

And the heart where thou art shrined. 



MY LADY'S CHAMBER. 



My Lady's chamber — there at night she sleepeth, 
Perchance of me and happiness to dream, 

Whilst through her casement the white moonshine 
creepeth, 
And floateth round her in a silver stream. 

My Lady's chamber — ^when the moon is creeping 
With quiet beams into her place of rest, 

Oh, haw 1 wish that I might watch her sleeping, 
Even as those rays that kiss her cheek and breast. 

My Lady's chamber — oft I wander, sighing. 
Beneath her window in the midnight hour$. 

Whilst drooping flowers about my feet are lying, 
And think of her, the sweetest of all flowers. 

My Lady's chamber — would I were a blossom. 
So I might shed my dying odours there ; 
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Or rose, to guard with thorny spear her bosom. 
Or primrose pale to hide amid her hair. 

My Lady's chamber — ^there at night she bendeth, 
And her lips murmur low a virgin prayer ; 

If pleading pure to throne of bliss ascendeth, 
Then Heaven will surely hold her in its care. 



THE PLEDGE. 



Now fill ye up your goblets high, 
And pledge me a toast right merrily ; 
Let all your eyes, as bright they shine, 
Be mirror'd in the purple wine, 
And as it foams with flashing light, 
We'll pledge our ladies fair and bright. 

The twinkling eyes of dreamy night 
From his sable brow shall take their flight ; 
The ruddy mom in joy shall laugh, 
Ere we the wine will cease to quaff. 
And again, old Father Care to spite. 
We'll pledge our ladies fair and bright. 

Away, my mates, with sorrow now ! 
No grief must cloud the heart or brow, 
No care must hold our souls in thrall. 
For this is Beauty's festival. 
And, through the gay and joyous night, • 
We'll pledge our ladies fair and bright. 
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EARLY LOVE. 



'Tis many years, sweet Margaret, 

Since thou and I did part ; 
'Tis many years since first we met, 

And plighted heart for heart ; 
Yet oft in sorrowing solitude, 
Upon thine image do I brood. 

'Tis long, oh, once beloved one. 

Since that delicious hour, 
When first I spoke in love's low tone, 

And o'er thy heart had power ; 
Since first I saw, upon thy cheek. 
Affection's mom in blushes break. 

Pale was thy cheek, dear Margaret, 

And shy thine eye of blue; 
But lovelier flower was never wet 

With heaven's untainted dew, 
Than thou, when first upon me shone 
The charms which made me all thine own. 

I do remember well the day 

We parted for awhile : 
Thy brow was moist and cold as clay — 

I strove in vain to smile ; 
For tears came streaming from mine eyes, 
And thou wert choked with bitter sighs. 
• 

Oft did 1 read to thee at night 
From some heart-waking book. 
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And mark thee drink with deep delight 

My every word and look ; 
I felt thy breathing stir my hair. 
And on my cheek thy ringlets fair. 

Oft, too, when nights were dark and cold, 

And snow was on the earth, 
Thou would^st thine arms around me fold. 

And shrink to send me forth ; 
I laugh'd away thy timid fear, 
And yet it maide Ihee still more dear. 

The brimming goblet soon is spilt, 
Where joys bright bubbles gleam ; 

Our love is as a palace built 
Upon a frozen stream ; 

The sun which shines with dazzling ray, 

Dissolves our hopes and trust away. 

Coldness and doubts, fair Margaret, 
Between our young hearts came : 

The paper with thy tears was wet. 
That bore thy words of blame ; 

But dark and shadowed was our fiite. 

And we did part, but not in hate. 

And many, many years have past 

Since last I look'd on thee ; 
I know not where thy lot is cast. 

Yet still thy memory 
At times comes rushing on my brain. 
And fills my heart with thee again. 

Oh, if another should have woo'd. 

And won thee for his bride. 
May peace and gladness o'er you brood. 

As through this world you glide ; 
And when thy soul from earth is riven, 
Be thou a blessed saint of heaven 
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CANZONET. 

There is a place where the forest boughs 

Bend down to a quiet stream. 
And so lovely it looks in its bright repose, 

That it seems as 'twere wrapt in dream ; 
The water-lily uplifts its head 

In that sweet and pleasant home, 
Like a living pearl in a silver bed, 

Or a bell of the wave's white foam; 
There comes not a sound on the passing air, 

Save the young bird's cheerful call — 
Beloved one ! wilt thou meet me there. 

When the shadows of even fall. 

There is a bower in that peaceful spot. 

Which some fond hand hath wrought. 
Where the feet of the worldling enter not. 

Sacred to love and thought ; 
Full many fair flowers beside it sigh, 

And the myrtle around it creeps. 
The breeze becomes sweet as it floateth by, 

And the bee in its roses sleeps ; 
The stars alone will our secrets share. 

Unseen and unheard by all. 
Beloved one ! wilt thou meet me there. 

When the shadows of even fall ? 
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THE GOLDEN DAY OF YOUTH IS GONE. 



The golden day of youth is gone, 

And shades of night have gathered lound ; 
I stand to muse and gaze alone — 

My morning mates no more are found ; 
Some pass'd away at dawn's pure time, 

Some left me with the noontide's ray, 
But, long ere rang the evening chime^ 

The whole were scattered far away. 

Some roam'd to bright and distant bowers^ 

And gathered many a fragrant gem, 
Choosing, like bees, the sweetest flowers, 

Which ever seemM to bloom for them ; 
As insect passed on fluttering wing. 

In thoughtless chase some hurried on. 
And caught the fair and fragile thing, 

But found its life and beauty gone. 

Some sought the forest's tangled shade. 

Where wild and thick the branches grew. 
Until, so far their feet had stray'd. 

No homeward path the wanderers knew: 
Yet still, though day's glad hours have flown, 

And over earth a shadow lies, 
Unto the heavens my gaze is thrown. 

And stars are shining in the ckies ! 
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THE GUARDIAN ANGEL. 

WRITTEN IN ILLUSTRATION OP A PICTURE. 



Hast thou, then, left thy fair and far-off home, 
That blessed abode where sun and stars look dim, 
Where o'er the pathways blissfull spirits roam, 
And ever soundeth song of Seraphim ? 
Hast ihou departed from the throne of Him 
Whose rays of glory o'er his hosts are spread, 
To dwell where sorrow doth her lone lamp trim, 
Where flickering tapers light the sick man's bed. 
And erring mortals weep for the immortal dead ? 

Oh, heavenly wanderer! where hare stray'd thy 

feet, 
In the dark labyrinths of this clouded sphere ? 
Hast thou sought out the desolate retreat 
Where suffering virtue drops the bitter tear. 
Or wbisper'd comfort in the sleeping ear ? 
Hast thou brought warnings to the sinful mind, 
And made it shrink from guilty deeds with fear ? 
Hast thou given light unto the woridly blind, 
And made them bow to God and help their stricken kind ? 

Thou standest now with one uplifted hand, 

As though thou wouldst some counsel wise impress ; 

Thou dost not bear a rich and costly wand, 

But flowers of pure and pallid loveliness; 

A scarf of splendid dye floats o'er thy dress. 

And thy light wings seem as if poised for flight. 

Whom with thy presence hast thou deign'd to 

bless? 
Why did thy angel-footsteps here alight ? 
Who fed the love that beameth from thy glances bright ? 
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Most glorious yisitant ! forsake as not, 

Hover above us in our troubled dreams. 

Gladden, at least in vision'd hours, our lot. 

And give our souls of heaven imperfect gleams ; 

For even now the sweet, clear light that streams 

From thy bright semblance flings a joy around; 

And, as we gaze, a holier spirit seems 

To live within us, as if we had found 

guide, our steps to. lead where angel-guests abound. 



A LEGEND OF THE HEART. 



The lights have vanished one by one. 

Till every taper's blaze hath gone ; 

The moonbeams through each casement creep, 

And all seems hush'd in death-like sleep. 

Yoimg Imma lists with anxious ear. 
But not a single sound can hear ; 
She leaves the chamber of her rest. 
And couch of snowy white unprest. 

With silent footsteps steals the maid. 
And starteth oft, as though afraid 
The beatings of her heart are heard. 
That flutters like a captive bird. 

With cautious step she treads each stair. 
Her light foot dwells a moment there ; 
Around a hurried glance is thrown. 
And then again she glideth on. 
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Now she hath pass'd the winding stairs, 
And with a quicker pace repairs 
Along the wide and high-roofed hall, 
Till she hath gain'd the onter wall. 

The pale moon shines on dark green tree, 
The low wind sighs its minstrelsy, 
And, shaken from the shrub and flower, 
The bright dew falls in silver shower. 

She hurries on, the lovely one, 
Around her form a mantle thrown. 
Whilst pours the sweet-voiced nightingale 
Upon her ear its mournful tale. 

She passeth, as a star when driven 
Along the cloudless face of Heaven ; 
Her fair hair floating in the wind. 
Tree, shrub, and flower are left behind. 

A bounding tread is heard, a rush, 
And to her face upsprings the blush. 
To earth are cast her fawn-like eyes. 
Whilst to her arms a dear one flies. 

Yes ! they had chosen that still hour. 
When all was hush'd in hall and bower, 
To meet, no witness to their love. 
Save gleaming moon that smiled above. 

But who is he thatmeeteth there 
That lady graceful, proud, and fair ? 
Why doth she leave her Other's hall. 
And steal beyond the outer wall ? 

The youth is one of low estate. 
The maiden's sire is rich and great; 
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But what cares Love for high degree ? 
He laughs at wealth and ancestry. 

Ever are sec ret raptures sweet — 
The youth is at the lady's feet ; 
He poureth forth impassioned sighs, 
And readeth answers in her eyes. 

Oh, would that you had never met, 
For watchful spies are round you set ; 
The aged sire, in furious mood. 
Is bent upon a deed of blood. 

There comes a swift and winged dart. 
Which cleaves its way through beating heart. 
And he who lately blest her charms 
Lies dead within the lady's arms. 

And shall I tell the maiden's fate? — 
She lived on long, though desolate. 
Better had she been with the dead, 
For Reason's guiding-star had fled. 

Though by her kindred guarded well, 
When shades of night around her fell. 
She ever left her father's hall. 
And wander'd round the outer wall. 

It is a legend of old date, 
Which ancient gossips oft narrate. 
And some who tell the mournful tale, 
Say they have heard the lady's wail. 

They tell that still her form is seen 
Gliding the moon's white rays between, 
That she may mourn the hapless fate 
Of him who died through love and hate. 
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THE FATHER 
ON THE LOSS OF A TWIN-CHILD. 



My child of love, I look for thee. 
When night has chased the day ; 

Thy sister seeks her father's knee. 
But thou — thou art away : 

Thy sister is but as a thing 

That tells me of thy withering. 

I hoped to rear you as twin-flowers, 
Both springing from one bed; 

But thou — the light of darkest hours, 
My favourite one art dead : 

The lonely bud still left to bloom. 

Doth but remind me of thy doom. 

I do not know how love doth start, 

Yet when, at evening's falU 
I pressed thy form unto my heart, 

I felt thou wert my all ; 
I saw thee innocent and fair, 
And quite forgot my toil and care. 

Oft does thy sister search around, 

To find her playmate dear; 
She looks — but thou no more art found, 

She calls — thou can'st not hear ; 
And yet though thou no more art seen^ 
She scarce can tell what death may mean. 

Few months have vanished since I heard 
Thy accents form my name ; 
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Oh, how I dwelt upon each word 
That from thy young lips came ; 
I blessM thee, and I had no fear ' 
That I so soon should see thy bier. 

Short time has passM since in my arms 

Thou claimMst a father's kiss, 
And I did view thy infant charms 

With all a father's bliss : 
Alas ! I dreamt not then that thou 
So soon wouldst lie where thou dost now 

Sometimes when I hare look'd upon 

Thy sweetly playful face, 
IVe deem'd thou wert too fair a one 

To dwell with earthly race, 
Yet did not think so soon would roam 
Thy soul from out its beauteous home. 

So quick I thought thou would'st not fade, 

So soon thy bloom be gone. 
So very soon thy form be laid 

Beneath the churchyard stone ; 
But life is like a taper's ray. 
Which slightest breeze may waft away. 

I do not weep to mourn thy fate. 

For happier now thou art ; 
I weep that I am desolate, 

And that we are apart ; 
I weep that life still keeps me here, 
From thee, and from thy blessed sphere. 

I will not cherish my despair. 

And mourn thy loss in vain. 
But live in hope to meet thee where 

We may not part again. 
Where friend meets friend, and parent child. 
Where joy by grief is ne'er defiled. 
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LINES WRITTEN IN ILLUSTRATION OF AN UNFINSHED DESIGN BT 
THE LATE HENRT LIVERSBEOE. 

Look thou upon this sketch, nor turn aside. 

As from a thing unworthy of thy gaze. 

To thee, perchance, this rude design may seem 

Of trifling import — unto me it brings 

A host of sweet, yet sad remembrances. 

A crowd of images before me rise, 

Like shadows call'd to life by wizard art. 

The beings I behold are not of clay — 

The breadi of sickness hath no power to taint, 

Nor years to bow them down unto the dust, 

But age, disease, and death, leave them unscathed. 

Some in the dawn of infancy I see, 

And that sweet season will endure for ever ; 

The bloom of youth is on the cheeks of some, 

And smiles light up their joyous lips and eyes; 

No coming cloud will dim those looks of joy, 

No thought of sorrow pain their youthful hearts— 

Their bloom, their smiles, their joy will be 

undying. 
I look on brows that years have furrowed o'er, 
On heads that Time hath silver^ d with his touch, 
fiut of the grave they dream not, and content 
Dwells in their aged eyes — for them the tomb 
May yawn in vain — ^they are not mark'd for death ! 
No beings see I of a mortal mould — 
They are the creatures of an art divine, 
And Painting gave them birth — ^he whose bold 

hand 
Did fashion them, view'd them with loving eyes. 
Oh, he was one whose soul outwore its frame ! 
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Rich in the wealth of genius, he strove 

To battle with disease — alas, in vain ! 

His hour had come — the artist perish'd young. 

Then look upon this sketch, nor turn aside — 

The lost, the gifted, hath impress^ it there. 

The youth was one who woo'd the phantom 

Fame ; 
And through the watches of the dreary night, 
And in the splendour of the bright noon-day. 
He, to the spirit whom he sought to win, 
Pour'd forth his orisons. Long time in vain 
He strove to gain his idol's favours — frowns 
Were his only portion — undismayed, 
The phantom still did he pursue. She smiled, 
At length, upon her votary, and call'd 
The young enthusiast to her temple. 
Up a steep mountain did she lead the way : 
The path was dilS&cult, and hard to tread. 
Yet onward still he press'd, cheer'd by her voice. 
The temple now was gain'd— joy flush'd his brow, 
But, as he strove to enter, forth there stepp'd 
A grisly spectre, and with bony hand 
It stayed his progress. " Come with me," it cried, 
" Thy race is run, thy visions at an end ; 
Fame thou hast won — ^'tis well — thou look'st on 

Death 'Z' 
And so he died, but not his memory : 
Unto the world Fame trumpetted his praise. 
And thousands own'd the magic of his skill, 
And on the wonders of his genius gazed. 
With boundless admiration and delight. 
Fame soar'd aloft, and smiled ; then link'd 

the name 
Of LiVERSEEGE with Immortality. 
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THE POET'S LOVE. 



The poet's love ! the poet's love ! 

She is no high-born maid. 
Nor is she of that lowly race 

Who dwell in cottage-shade : 
You see her not at festival, 

But ever by his side ; 
She nurses but one wish, one hope — 

To be the poet's bride. 

She moveth not in gaze of man 

With proud and stately tread ; 
She tumeth not from humble suit, 

With high and scornful head : 
Her heart is pity's holy shrine, 

And timid as the dove, 
She glideth — meek, though beautiful, 

The poet's chosen love. 

How did he woo the gentle maid ? 

How gain her virgin heart ? 
He won her not with costly gems, 

But with his minstrel art. 
He woo'd her not in mazy dance, 

Nor 'mid a festive throiiig ; 
He woo'd her in her solitude. 

And charm'd her with his song. 

She shares with him the laurel wreath, 

Her beauty and her name 
Are living in his glowing lines. 

Blent with the poet's feme ; 
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And is it not a prouder joy 

Than wealth or birth can give, 
To think, when we are with the dead, 

Our memory yet may live ? 

And loveth not the maid to think 

She hath beneath her sway 
A child of sweet imaginings, 

A master of the lay ? 
To know the son of wayward thought 

Bows to her dear control, 
To know that she hath waked to love 

A waker of the soul ? 

The poet's love, she is not clad 

In rich and gay attire ; 
No chain of gold around her neck, 

To make strange eyes admire ; 
She hath no jewels 'mid her hair, 

No ring with emerald stone — 
She knows her lovely unto him 

Who loveth her alone. 
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A HAUNT OF CHILDHOOD. 



There was a meadow where, in days of old, 
I loved to gather wild and simple flowers — 

The snow-white daisies and the cups of gold 
Were then to me the richest of all dowers ; 

There did I pass full many a summer's day, 
Chasing at times some insect fluttering by, 

Until aweary with my ceaseless play, 
I threw me down amid the grass to lie. 
And upwards gazed upon the azure sky, 

Wishing that I to the white clouds could sail. 
Swift as the birds that thither seem'd to fly. 

And whose light wings I thought could never fail : 
Oft have I craved, in after hours of pain. 
For childhood's bUss and that green haunt again. 



THOU ART FAIR AS THE MORNING'S FIRST 



BEAM 



Thou art fair as the morning's first beam, love, 
Thou art pure as the bright silver moon, 

Free firom sin as a young infant's dream, love. 
Far more sweet than the breezes of June, 
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Oh! I love thee, I dote im thy charms Iwe, 
Axxd with joy should I hail my last se^t, 

If I thought death but led to thy aananj love. 
That my heaven might be thy fair bveaat. 

The stars in tkeir besnty may gleam^ lore, 

From the brow of the calm summer slsy, 
But lovelier tire light do I deem^ love, 

That shoues m thy witdiiug bkie eye. 
Oh ! 1 leve thee, I dote cm thy charms^ loi^c^ 

And with joy should i hail my last rest. 
If I thought death but led to thy arms, love, 

That my heaven might be thy fair breast 



A FATHER'S PRAYER. 

WRITTEN ON THE MORNING OF THE BIRTH OF MY YOUNGEST CHILD. 

A child is botn !«-*«isiothef claims^ my eare, 
And comes my scnrows and my joys^ to share ; 
Though with the wectd I wage unequal strife. 
Yet do I welcome this new heir of fife — 
I welcome and I bless the Httfe form, 
Which lies enfolded in emforaciBg warm, 
Even as ml mifledged bkd in downy nest, 
Clasp'd to that fount of love, a mother's breast, 
Sleeping in sweet uuconsciousness of all 
The toil, the sin, the sufienng, and the thrall, 
Which may its lot beset ia comii^ years. 
And cause a bitter smile at childhood's tears, 
Making the griefs of infant de^ to seem 
As summer*clouds, os soiarows of a dream. 
My heart grows jGsdntn- 1 sit sod muse alone, 
And inly ponder on its iate unknown ; 
I 
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Oh, will it be a flower of lasting bloom, 
Or, sickening, sink uniscathed into the tomb? 
Will fortune's beams upon its pathway shine, 
Or will its lot be clouded o'er as mine ? 
Will it e'er win a bright unsullied fame. 
Or fade and die, nor leave behind a name ? — 
Idly I seek to rend the veil away 
Which Heaven doth wisely o'er the future lay ; 
Yet spare me, God, to guide its helpless youth. 
And point the road to virtue and to truth ; 
Teach me to make it not unworthy thee, 
And keep its mind from all defilements free ; 
Mat:e this weak babe thine own especial care— 
I humbly ask — it is a Father's Prayer. 



OH ! LADY LET ME WOO THEE. 



Oh ! lady let me woo thee, 

In the moonlight, pure and pale ; 
Let me whisper low unto thee, 

When the birds have told their tale : 
Oh ! let me fondly speak, love, 

When the heavenly eyes shine bright, 
For the blushes on thy cheek, love. 

Will be veil'd with silver light. 

When starry roof is o'er thee. 

In the holy calm of night, 
I'll bless thee and adore thee, 

As a spirit of delight ; 
My heart can know no sadness 

When thy form and face I see, 
For source of love and gladness 
I s thy beauty unto me. 
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Then let us wander lonely, 

'Neath the shade 6f spreading trees. 
Where mine eyes can see thee only, 

And naught cometh, save the breeze. 
As insects burst their shroud, love, 

And to sunshine wing their flight, 
We'll leave the gloomy crowd, love, 

And exist in love's sweet light. 



LOVERS' TOKENS. 



Take back the tokens of thy love, 
Since change is with thy heart; 

I need not say how long I strove. 
Ere I with them could part, 

Yet why should I retain a token 

Of her whose faith and vows are broken ? 



Take back each fondly-cherish'd scroll, 
Fill'd with sweet thoughts of thine — 

With eager eye and raptured soul, 
I've dwelt on every line : 

I could not bear to look on now 

The record of each broken vow. 



My heart is not a woman's heart, 

And if I do not weep, 
Think'st thou I mourn not thus to part ? — 

My grief is all too deep : 
Calmly the deepest waters flow. 
Though many a grave doth lurk below. 
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I have not sought tbee i£> reprove 
Thy young heart's fickleness^ 

I do not say I ^punk thy love — 
No» 6tUl I can but Uess ; 

I could not doom unto the flame 

These records, fear they bore thy name. 

I sought tbee not to tell thee how 
I've sorrow'd — ^'tis my fate, 

And grief is vain and fruitless now, 
Thou'rt false, I desolate ; 

Thou still wilt laugh 'mid gay and fair, 

Whilst I shall pine in lone despair. 

I sought thee but once more to gaze 
On'her I've loved so true ; 

Once more to dream of other days, 
And bid a last adieu : 

'Tis past — ^my task is done — ^we sever. 

And thou and I are twain for ever. 



THE CHILD AND MIRROR. 



Child, whose life is in its mom, 
Dearly loved and youngest bom ; 
Restless as a leaf at play. 
When the wind makes hoKday ; 
Now as joyant as a bird 
'Mid the summer branches heard. 
Then o'ercast with sudden grief. 
Tearful, doudy, light, aad brief 
As are ihe sunny showers that {day 
Around the advent of the May ; 
Fluttering aimless here and there, 
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like '^ tuft of silver down"* on i 
What hag charaiM tboe^ darling, now, 
Fixing wonder on thj brow i 
Why, with smiling, strange amaxe^ 
Dost thou silent pause and gase i 
Ah ! now I see $— the mirror'a &ce 
Reflects a form of inftnt grace. 
Thou laugVst aload with merry glee, 
Because thine image mimics thee^ 
And to each move of lips and eyes 
The little elf so quick replies. 
Thou need'st not look behind to see 
The solving of lite mysteiy ; 
Thou need'st not dap thy tinv faand»~* 
Another self before thee stands* 

Oh ! would the creature imaged there 
Might always be as free from care, 
Might always have a cheek and brow 
As free from sorrow's stain as now* 
Thine hair may be as white again, 
Thy searchings after truth as vain, 
Thy locks as thin upon thy brow. 
Thy feet may totter e'en as now. 
And thou may'st be as nigh the land 
Where thou hast left the angel band. 
Now thy spirit, pure and bright, 
Is redolent with Heaven's own lighl^ 
And music of those happy spheres 
Perchance is lingering in thine ears, 
And dimpling thy soft cheek with smile, 
As dreams thy dove-likq rest beguile* 
My babe of love i I tremble when 
I think of all 'twixt now and Uien— 
Of what thy heart must know and leelj 
Of what the future must reveal, 
Ere thou, bow'd down with age and paiil^ 
Shalt seek the mirror's face ag&ini 
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And with a feeble foot and hand, 

Before the truthful glass shalt stand* 

But as I view thee, young and fair, 

From my heart's depth there springs a prayer 

That thou may'st gaze on wrinkled brow 

As fearless as thou lookest now, 

And know thy tresses, white and thin, 

An emblem of the mind within. 

Then to the mirror's polish'd face 

Each lurrow'd line will give a grace, 

And lovelier than thy velvet cheek 

Will seem thy features, wan and meek ; 

And on thy dim and fading sight 

Shall burst a vision of delight. 

And God the Sire and God the Son 

Shall hail a spirit lost and won. 



THE MEETING AND PARTING. 



We met but once, and parted then for ever. 
As ships encountering on a sunny sea. 

One doom'd, perchance, to reach its haven never, 
The other aye to glide on tranquilly : 

Thou'wilt be as the glad and prosperous bark — 

My destined course is clouded o'er and dark. 

We met and parted— in th^ bright hall ringing. 
Thy laugh still sounds amid the young and gay, 

Eternal blossoms in thy pathway springing, 

For me — few flowers have deck'd my thorny way : 

Of vanish'djoys my heart hath been the shrine*— 

Of words and looks — and, most of all, of thine. 
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I saw thee with the light of beauty shining 

On cheek and lip, and flashing from thine eyes ; 

Around thy forehead silken curls were twining, 
And thy breast heaved, but not with passion's sighs ; 

The buoyant gladness of thy spirit shone 

In every glance, and spoke in every tone. 



I felt the music of thy sweet voice stealing 
Across my soul — I press'd thy lily hand ; 

Within my breast there sprung a joyous feeling, 
And hopes, like shadows from the dreamer's land ; 

Blissful aspirings crowded to my brain, 

And my heart throbb'd with wishes wild and vain. 



A few short hours of gladness, and we parted, 
Thou to be worshipp'd and with joy elate, 

And I to muse on thee all lonely-hearted. 
And sigh for one who reck'd not of my fate ; 

Thou to an honoured and a happy lot^ 

I for content to seek, yet find it not. 



I pour'd no vows unto thy youthful beauty, 
I told not how my soul was wrapt in thee. 

Nor sought to win thy pure heart from its duty — 
I knew that thou wert not a mate for me ; 

I knew our difi'erent destinies must lie 

As far apart as are the sea and sky. 



We met and parted whilst the rose was glowing. 
In bloom and loveliness, upon thy face, 

Whilst light and joy from thy dark eyes were flowing, 
And thou wert giit with every witching grace — 

Ere youth's bright glories had been quench'd in night, 

Or one dear charm had faded 'neath Time's blight. 
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Had I diine image tfarougli long years have cherisli'd, 
And marked thy beaaties vaaish one by one, 

'Till bloom, and grace, and every charm had peri AM, 
Could I have look'd on thee when aU were gone ? 

No, no ! I shrined thee rich in maiden spell, 

And breathed at once my first aad last farewell. 



THE DEATH DREAM. 



I had a vision yestemig^ t, 

A melancholy dream : — 
Within my chamber bum*d a light, 

With faint and »ckly beam ; 
And I for many days had lain, 
Emaciate on a couch of pain. 

And nights had pass'd away. 
Nor slumber rested on mine eyes ; 
And I had pray*d, 'mid groans and sighs, 

To look upon the day. 



My feeble taper died away — 

I mark'd it shine its last. 
And felt that from my wearied clay 

My soul would soon have past ; 
The moonshine crept around my room. 
And silvered each recess of gloom. 

All things were cold and wan — 
Faint shivering breath my lips went through, 
My brow bore drops of icy dew — 

I lay a dying man. 
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My sins came to my tnemoiy, 

My frail thoughts every one^ 
And stood between high Heaven and me^ 

As clouds that hide the sun ; 
Words spoken in an idle strain, 
Now lay like lead upon my brain, 

Light deeds wore dark array ; 
My heart seemM weeping teats of bloody 
An inward agonizing flood— 

I ask'd to live and pray. 

Hours that had passM away, as flies 

The summer^s fleeting rack, 
When all was bathed in pleasure's dyeS| 

Again came rushing back ; 
The beauty they had worn was fled. 
The roses of my lot were dead, 

But every thorn was there ; 
I feebly gasp'd " Oh, God, forgive !** 
And still I ask'd to pray and live, 

And^'-died in dark deq)air. 

My vision ended not with death— 

I gazed on sheet and shroud, 
I heard my wife's convulsive breathy 

My children sob aloud; 
I saw myself in ghastly state, 
I look'd upon the cofBn-plate, 

That bore inscription vain ; 
I still beheld the corse, though hid 
Beneath the studded coffin4id*— 

I saw the funeral train* 

I saw the sexton with his spade 
Prepare the clammy ground; 

I saw the earth above me laid. 
And heard its suUen sound ; 

I saw the mourners pass away, 
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I saw the stone placed o*er my clay, 

And soon the careless tread. 
And merry laugh and jocund word, 
Beside the new-made grave were heard — 

None seem'd to reck the dead. 

I lookM into each human soul — 

My spirit had the power 
To read all thoughts as on a scroll-^ 

I saw my earthly dower ; 
I saw the weeds of hate and guile, 
Where friendship's flowers had seemed to smile ; 

T heard the serpent's hiss, 
Where late I deem'd the dove had been^ 
For falsehood's glare had left each scene. 

And bared each poison'd bliss, 

I saw true worth in humble guise. 

Borne by oppression down ; 
I mark'd the loud pretender rise, 

And bear away the crown. 
Which should have graced the modest brow 
Of one whom silent thought did bow ; 

I saw the deathless wreath, 
Twined ready for the honour'd head 
Of Genius, when 'twas with the dead, ' 

Undimm'd by envy's breath. 

I read the hearts where guile was not> 

But friendship, truth, and love> 
Which neither word nor deed could blot. 

Nor from their purpose move — 
The same in want and sorrow's hour 
As in the days of wealth and power — 

All was unveil'd to me : — 
I woke when came the morning's beam, 
But to my dying hour that dream 

Will unforgotten be. 
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1 LOVE THEE. 



I can but breathe, my gentle lovot 

In wild and simple song, 
The name and beautj which should be 

Borne deatblessly along. 
I ask no laurel for the lyre 

Which tells of love for thee : 
'Tis but a record of the heart — 

A smile its guerdon be. 



I love thee ! — in those few sweet words 

A hidden magic lies ; 
And in my bosom, at their sound, 

A thousand glad thoughts rise ; 
And, as the Patriarch beheld 

His incense upwards spring, 
E'en so one dear thought tells that thou 

Smilest on my offering. 



1 love thee ! — still those words shall be 

The burthen of my lay — 
Thou art my star in sorrow's night, 

My sun in pleasure's day. 
I love thee ! — even the very place 

' Where thou dost love to be ; 
All things thou lovest to look upon 

I love, because of thee. 
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I love thee ! — ^if, when far away, 

I dwell on some sweet tone, 
I listen but because the voice 

Is like unto thine own ; 
And if I mark some sylph-like fonil 

More gracefully along, 
^Tis but that it resembles hers 

Who claims my heart and song. 

I love thee for thy dove-like eyes, 

And for each silken tress, 
Thy rose-like cheek, and snow-white brow— ^ 

Thy all of loveliness. 
I love thee ! — and so deep the spell 

Entwined around my heart, 
That, e*er it cease to beat for thee. 

Both love and life must part. 



ON THE ANNIVERSARY OF BURNS. 



My fancy wanders through the mist of years,* 

And by a cotter^s ingle-nook I see 
A bright-eyed boy, beset with ghostly fears, 

Listening to tales of witch and glamoury* 
Again I see that strange and high-soulM boy, 

Toiling afield beneath inclement skies ; 
And now he breathes impassioned words of joy 

To one who lists with blush and downcast eyes. 
I look once more — that youth is Scotland's pride. 

And fills the world with his immortal song; 
Yet is the bard his earthly meed denied, 

And left to battle with contempt and wrong : 
His voice is silent — all his praises spread, 
And pay their tribute, for the bard is dead ! 
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THE DYING BOY. 



There was one feeble light 
Within the chamber lone, 

But it was all too bright 
For what it shone upon ; 

That little taper's cheerless blaze 

Beamed on the wreck of early days. 



Upon a couch there lay 

A pale and dying boy ; 
And must he pass away^ 

In his spring-tide of joy ? 
Naught had he known of grief or care, 
And must he die, tbp yoimg, the £ur ? 



The bright blue of the sky, 
The glancing of the streams — 

H^ felt Hwas hard to die9 
For they were in his dreams .- 

Unto his heart fond memories crept, 

He looVd around him, and he wept. 



He cast a look around. 

Well might the tear-drops start ; 
His failing eyes had found 

A sight whicb wrung his heart ; 
His mother and his sire were there. 
Two images of mute despair. 
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His mother bent to kiss 

His cold and pallid brow ; 
It was to her a bliss. 

Ay, e'en to kiss it now ; 
Age had not made her bright eyes dim, 
Npr stoFn her bloom — ^'twas grief for hint. 

One sad, one anguish'd tear 
Burst from his father's eye ; 

He tum'd, he could not bear 
To see his first-bom die. 

To see that thing of youth and bloom 

Thus early destined for the tomb. 

He ceased to weep, that child, 
He grasp'd his father's hand. 

And on his mother smiled : — 
" There is another land ; 

Mourn not, dear parents, that I go, 

For there is joy, and here is woe. 

Weep not that to the skies 

So soon my soul is driven ; 
The earth hath many ties, 

But sweeter far hath Heaven." 
A glow had flush'd his cheek — it fled ; 
He ceased to speak — the boy was dead. 
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BIRDS ARE HEARD IN DAY'S BRIGHT 
HOURS. 



Birds are heard in day's bright hoars. 

But are silent in the gloom ; 
Bees caress the fragrant flowers. 

But they shun their faded bloom. 

From the bough the leaf it flieth, 
When the summer's past away ; 

And the insect homeward hieth, 
When hath fled the sunny ray^. 

When my lot was all of gladness. 
Friends were ever nigh to cheer.; 

When arrived the day of sadness. 
Friends were far, but foes were near. 

Nought could ever thee estrange, love. 
Thou wert mine in darkest hour ; 

I have heart which knows not change, love- 
It is now thine only dower. 
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I SAW THEE AND BLESSED THEE. 

I saw thee and bless'd thee, thou beautiful one, 

And pray'd that in sunshine thy life might glide on; 

like the child of a vision wert thou to my sight, 

A being of gladness, of love, and of light ; 

As radiant &y chedk as the morning ^ud's hue. 

As lovely thine eye as the even's pale blue, 

Far sweeter thy voice than the lute's mellow tone--^ 

I heard and I bless'd thee, thou beautiful one. 

I saw thee and loved thee, and poorM in thine eai" 
The low whisper'd accents which told thou wert dear; 
Thy glapce sought tbeearth^and thy cheek had a glow. 
And a crimson cloud pass'd o'er the heaven of thy 

brow; 
A smile sunn'd thy features— in transport! prest 
Thy bosom of snow to m^ne own throbbing breast, 
And fondly I deem'd thy young heart 1 had won — 
I heard and I bless'd thee, thou beautiful one. 

I loved thee and bless'dthee, nor thought that thine 

eye 
BeamM alike upon all, as the stars from the sky ; 
I knew not the bliss, which thy kiss gave to me, 
Might be tasted by all, as the flower by the bee: 
Thou art as that fruit which enchanteth the eye, 
Whilst ashes an^ dust 'neath its loveliness lie ; 
I know thou art faithless — ^my bright dream hath 

gone — 
I mourn o'ex thy falsehood, thou beautiful one. 
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BOOKS. 

What would the world be were it not for books ? 
What treasures of the past to us were lost* 
What stores of knowledge would be unexplored. 
What countless hoards of truth from us were hidden, 
like gems that lie down in the ocean's depths. 
Had not the student brought them into light ? 
Now knowledge with its temples throngs tihe shores 
Of England, and its sons may enter there. 
To drink in large and intellectual draughts : 
Wealthy and poor alike may quaff the streams 
Whose waters nourish noble thoughts and deeds — 
.The fountains of the mind gush freely forth, 
All barriers rent asunder by the Press. 
Now we can hold at once within our grasp 
The chronicles of all the climes of earth. 
And, seated by our quiet hearths at eve. 
We see great empires in their pride of power. 
We mark them flourish, and behold them fall. 
The grave ingulphs the gifted dead in vain. 
They speak to us eternally in books, 
They converse with us in our lonely hours. 
And greet us with the aspect of a friend ; 
They tell us all .they felt, and all they thought — 
The treasured wisdom of their lives of toil 
Is freely pour'd into our wondering minds. 
The poet speaks to us in words of fire, 
And layeth bare his soul unto our gaze : 
Blind Homer singeth unto us again, 
Virgil descanteth on the " country green," 
Horace delighteth with his classic ode^. 
And Ovid tells us love's delicious art. 
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Our own dear Shakspere lives with us again, 

Unveiling all the secrets of the heart, 

Talking of Nature as a well-known friend, 

Whose every secret unto him is known ; 

Milton discourseth of angelic deeds, 

As one who all his days had dwelt with God, 

And stray*d unquestionM over heavenly paths. 

The grave historian showa to us his page, 

And serried armies pass before our eyes ; 

We see again the mighty ones of old. 

We look on Mede and Macedonian, 

We see the Grecian and the Roman hosts, 

And myriad Persians pass in proud array ; 

We hear again the clangor of their arms, 

Again we listen to their battle shouts, 

And notes of martial music swelling round. . 

To him whose intellect is richly stored. 

Whose mind is chastened by the lore of books, 

How beautiful Creation's works appear ! 

How do they lift him upwards to his God, 

That gracious God who is the source of all ! 

He readeth wisdom in the burning stars, 

And in the leaf that trembles on the bough, 

In lowly shrub and perfume-breathing flower. 

Beauty appears in the still Summer-noon, 

And in the lightning of the lurid sky ; 

At mom, or eve, or noon, or blackest night. 

His spirit worshipeth the God of all ; 

Or should the scene be desolate and wild, 

He walks companioned by his own glad thoughts, 

Which, as a cheering light, shine bright within. 

And chase away the shadows of his lot. 

Oh, unto God our thankful prayers should rise 

That darkness hath departed from the land, 

That books no more are pent in cloisters dim, 

Or bound, like slaves, in iron manacles. 
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THE GREY HAIR. 



It is my natal day— how brief appears 

The changefal space that now hath fleeted by ! 

Like last night's dream, the scenes of childhood's 

years 
In shadowy group before my vision lie, 
And shrouded forms rise up unto mine eye, 
But garments of the grave enfold them not; 
With bounding feet o'er hill and vale they fly, 
As though this earth were an enchanted spot, 
Where cloudless joy would smile for ev-er on their lot. 

Shapes I behold that never look'd on death, 
Bright creatures, fresh as blossoms of the spring? 
Whose cheeks have ne'er been fann'd by sorrow's 

breath. 
Whose thoughts are, bee-like, ever on the wing. 
Seeking to find some honey-laden thing. 
From whose sweet chalice they may quafi* new 

joy; 

They laugh aloud, their merry voices sing, . 
No spectral records track them to alloy 
Their present dawn of bliss, or future faith destroy. 

Oh ! haunt me not, loved spirits of the past, 
Wake not the memories slumbering in my soul ; 
The mesh of care around my fate is cast, 
But ye departed to your final goal, 
Ere sin and vain regrets upon ye stole, 
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To mar the beauty of your first pure dreams — 
The bonds of earth were powerless to control 
Your heavenward flight — ^ye vanish'd as the beams 
Of night are seen no more when mom around them 
streams. 



It is my natal day — as if to caH 
My mind to pause and muse upon my fate. 
One silvery hair before my gaze doth fall, 
Like meteor-light which tells dark paths ^wait, 
Or message sent to warn me earth^s estate 
Is but a mansion hastening to decay. 
And bidding me, ere yet it be too late. 
To fit my spirit for that awfiil day 
When deaUi shall claim its own, and clay return to 
clay. 

Oh ! snowy mentor, on my forehead yet 
Locks of an ebon hue are gather'd round, 
And on my form no mark of age is set ; 
But in my heart its home hath sorrow founds 
And withered hopes within my path abound. 
Thick as the leaves that fall with autumn's blast, 
And high aspirings lie upon the ground, 
The blossoms blighted ere life's May was past — 
The hope which still is mine, will it be mine at last? 

Once did I hail this day with wild delight, 
As that which brought me nearer to the man. 
When I might proudly claim the long'd-for right 
To bear my part in many a glorious plan ; 
And o'er Utopian schemes my fancy ran. 
By which my aid might liberty advance, 
And I be rank'd among the honour'd van ; 
But manhood's day dispell'd my waking trance. 
As morning mists disperse before the sun's broad 
glance. 
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What energies have I not reckless spent — 
How many &brics heedlessly o'erthrown — 
How much of guilty weakness have I blent 
With deeds where firmness should have ruled 

alone, 
And virtuous strength been heard in every tone ; 
How oft have I been sway'd by foolish men 
To tread the way with tares of anguish sown, 
And find my journey led but to a fen, 
Whence I must aidless 'scape, or know not hope 

again. 



The golden moments of my life are gone, 
And, oh ! how small the harvest they have 

brought ! 
Amid my race what trophies have I won. 
What worthy deeds, what high achievements 

wrought ? 
What mighty lesson have I learnt or taught, 
What creature rescued from dark error's wave, 
What wretch have I to turn firom guilt besought ; 
When the world firown'd, have I stood forth to 

save 
The crushed and sinful man from evil's yawning 

grave ? 



What hours of youth have fled unnoticed by. 
Unprized, uncared for, wasted, and misspent ; 
What vain illusions have allured mine eye 
From that true point where wisdom's gaze is bent: 
How hath mine ear to flattery's cheat been lent. 
When silent scorn hath held truth's tongue in 

chain ; 
How have I help'd the base with good intent. 
And found my hope for gratitude as vain 
As his who sows the sand, or seeks to reap the 

main. 
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Thou shalt be, silvery hair, a monitor 
To lead 1117 footsteps into clearer ways, 
A beacon pale to warn me from the shore 
Where I have wrecked too many priceless days, 
And cast timers jewels in the whirlpooFs maze. 
Although around me toils and cares are rife. 
Through clouds of gloom mine eyes see cheering 

That nerve my spirit for the coming strife. 
And bid me falter not, for death but leads to life. 



NATIVE LAND. 



What boots it, though the exile strays 

O'er fair and lovely isles, 
That bloom beneath the golden rays 

Of sun that ever smiles ? 
What boots it, though he paces o'er 

A bright and yellow sand ? 
Still longs he for the parted shore. 

His own dear native land. 



What has the warrior's eye in sight ? 

What nerves his lifted arm ? 
What makes him seek the thickest fight. 

As guarded by a charm ? 
Oh, this thoiq^ht dwdls his heart upon. 

As striving 'gainst the band 
Of wadike foe»--he rushes on 

To save his native land 
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What makes the watchful sailor giye. 

When gliding o'er the deep, 
One glance unto the star of eve, 

Then turn aside and weep ? 
Tis that, when through a lattice streamM 

Its rays so bright and bland, 
A beacon to his love it beamM, 

In his own native land. 

The youth, with glowing fancy, tired 

Of the sweet haunts of home. 
In search of those which have inspired 

His wandering dreams may roam ; 
Though fragrant beauty deck the spot. 

And slaves await command. 
He finds that happiness is not, 

Save in his native land. 

The lonely exile sorrowing turns 

Unto his severed shore ; 
The warrior's swelling bosom bums 

To see his hills once more ; 
The sailor on the dark blue main, 

The youth on foreign strand — 
All long to view the scenes again 

Of their own native land. 
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FORTUNE'S FROWNS. 



I know not why, mine only love, alas, I 

know not why 
The dew that flows from sorrow's fount 

should gather in thine eye ; 
'Tis tilie that thou art fallen now from 

high to low estate. 
Yet not alone dwells joy with wealth, 

contentment widi the great 

What though amid thine auburn locks 

no jewels glitter now. 
What though no white and stately plume 

waves o*er thy whiter brow ; 
Thou need'st not coronal nor plume thy 

loveliness to deck. 
Nor pearls of snowy purily to wreathe thy 

purer neck. 



Oh ! cold indeed must be his heart whom 

only wealth could move, 
And surely thou would'st deem him all 

unworthy of thy love ; 
Although, with vow and smile, no more 

proud flatterers round thee press, 
I will not boast — I only saj I do 

not love thee less. 
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When in the gay and lighted hall^ girt 

by a festive crowd, 
Or at the banquet, when the sounds of 

revelry are loud, 
Or where, whilst music fills the air, she 

glideth through the dance, 
Then beauty, for a transient space, may 

well the soul entrance. 



But 'twas not in the lighted hall, 'mid 

sounds of mirth and glee. 
That first I pour'd into thine ear my 

heart's deep love for thee : 
No eye beheld, no voice was heard — we 

breathed our vows alone — 
In silence, and in solitude, love ever 

builds his throne. 



Like gaudy flowers that court the sun, 

and shrink when night comes on, 
The minions of thy brighter days at fortune's 

frowns have gone ; 
Mourn not for them, the faithless ones — 

thou yet may'st find that those 
Who shunn'd thee in thy day of pride, will 

cheer thee at its close. 



Then let thy smile, love, chase the tear, as 

twilight's silver mist 
Is chased at mom, when sunny beams the 

dewy rose have kist; 
Thy grief is twofold in its birth — each tear, 

sweet girl, of thine. 
Each sigh that heaves thy gentle breast an 
answer hath in rnine^ 



Digitized byCjOOQlC 



]46 ROOERSOM*S 

It was not at the skiiiie of wealth that 

first I bent the knee — 
I bow'd to beauty, not to gold ; and thou 

still livest for me : 
Let narmw worldlings stand aloof, let 

pnde and pomp depart ; 
Whatever thy lot, thou still shalt find 

one true and changeless heart. 



WHEN THE STARS ARE BRIGHTLY 
SHINING. 



Meet me, sweet love, at the eventide. 
When the moon walks forth in her maiden pride. 
When o'er the blue heaven the white clouds glide, 
And the stars are brightly shining. 

Remember when first, oh, my gentle maid, 
I met thee alone in the twilight shade. 
And my vows at the shrine of thy beauty paid, 
By the stars then brightly shining. 

Oh, blest is that hour, and dear is the vale, 
Where I told thee affection's honied tale. 
And heard the sweet song of the nightingale, 
Whilst the stars were brightly shining, 

Alas, for our childhood's happy day, 
When we loved o'er the valleys green to stray. 
And fairer to us than the sunny ray 
Seem'd the stars so brightly shining. 
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Oh, dear to my heart are the shadowy gleams 
Of the past, as they visit my joyous dreams, 
When each scene diat I loved before me seems. 
And the stars are brightly shining. 



Years have passM, and I love thee as well 
As when first we met in our native dell ; 
But I seek in vain for a nameless spell 
In the fair stars bjighdy shining 



Oh, the visions of young romance have fled, 
And the olden joy of our hearts is dead. 
And no more o'er our souls is a radiance shed 
When the stars are brightly shining. 



Then meet me to-night, as we met of yore, 
liCt us dream again of the times that are o'er. 
Though as then we felt we can feel no more. 
When the stars are brightly shining. 



Digitized byCjOOQlC 



l^p ROGERSON*fc 



TO A STREAM. 

Glide on, pure current ! — would my course 
might be 

Like to th j now unruffled, quiet flow ; 
Yet, ah, my lot doth more resemble thee. 

When 'gainst thy pathway storm and tempest 
blow. 
Piercing thy waters with admiring gaze. 

We see full many things within Qiem lie, 
Which, when thou'rt lit up by the noon-tide 
blaze, 

Seem bright as pearls or diamonds to the eye ; 
But if within thy crystal waves we dive. 

What we thought fair, to things unvalued turn : 
Such are the pleasures which the world doth give, 

Such are the joys for which our spirits yearn — 
Bright are they deem'd until we them possess. 
Then biursts the bubble of our happiness. 



MARIE. 



Thy cheek is very fair, Marie, 

And soft light fills thine eye> 
And silken is the hair, Marie, 

That on thy brow doth lie ; 
Thy looks are kind and meek, Marie, 

And honied is thy tongue ; 
Thy favours many seek, Marie, 

For thou art pure and young.^ 
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Mj VOWS I do not pour, Marie, 

Into thy maiden ear, 
Nor kneel thy form before, Marie, 

To tell thee thou art dear ; 
And yet upon thy face, Marie, 

Mine eyes have often dwelt. 
And, oh ! thy winning grace, Marie, 

Perchance my heart hath felt. 

But mine is other fate, Marie, 

I dwell from thee apart, 
Another is my mate, Marie, 

Another claims my heart ; 
No word from me thouUt hear, Marie, 

To stain thy virgin cheek, 
For as to sister dear, Marie, , 

I only to thee speak. 

May angels in the night, Marie, 

Keep watch above thy rest, 
And ever shield from blight, Mari«, 

The hopes that fill thy breast ; 
May peace be ever thine, Marie, 

And when thy bloom decays. 
May love upon thee shine, Marie, 

To cheer thy fading days. 
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MARIE'S DEATH. 

When last I look'd on thee, Marie, 

Thy glances, calm and bright, 
Fell kindly upon me, Marie, 

With sweet and holy light ; 
Gentle thou wert, and meek, Marie, 

And pale thine open brow, 
But the lily tinged thy cheek, Marie — 

Alas ! how look'st thou now ! 

I saw thee humbly bend, Marie, 

Before the sacred shrine ; 
I heard thy prayers ascend, Marie, 

And wish'd such prayers were mine ; 
I knew thee pure and good, Marie, 

And I deem'd thev reach'd the dirone 
Where He who died in blood, Marie, 

Would claim thee as his own. 

I've heard thy lips appeal, Marie, 

For the poor, and not in vain, 
And IVe oiltimes seen thee steal, Marie, 

To the homes of care and pain : 
Sweet messenger of love, Marie, 

Thou wilt bless woe's ark no more. 
For thy spirit, like the dove, Marie, 

Haw found a sun-bright shore. 

They told me thou wert dead, Marie, 
But I mark'd thee not decay. 

And it seems as thou had'st fled, Marie, 
In thy maiden bloom away ; 
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And I see thy soft eyes' shine, Marie, 
And the grace around thee thrown-- 

Memory hath made thee mine, Marie, 
Unchanged in look and tone. 



THE MINSTREL'S LOT. 



What is the MinstrePs lot upon the earth ? 

It is to nourish unsubstantial dreams ; 
It is to feel within his soul the birth 

Of lofty thoughts, and heaven-created gleams ; 
It is to feel of sympathy the dearth, 

And seek companions in the woods and streams ; 
'Tis to endure the worldling's bitter spurns. 
And bear the fire that in his bosom bums. 

The Minstrel mingles with the busy throng. 
Yet knows himself no kin unto the men 

Who pass with haste and care-worn brows along. 
And spend their days in money-getting den. 

Scorning alike the poet and his song — 
They cannot feel the magic of his pen. 

The thirst for wealth hath wither'd up their veins — 

They toil, and grasp, and — die amid their gains. 

What though the Minstrel hath no lordly hall. 

What though he boast not of his gardens fair. 
And mingleth not in courtly festival, 

Nor banqueteth on viands rich and rare— 
The encircling sky to him seems palace-wall, 

The fields a garden free and fresh as air ; 
With thankful heart he eats his homely meal. 

And feels sweet thoughts like incense round him 
steal. 
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When by his glimmering lamp in lonely room, 
He holds commune with the undying dead^ 

Gone like a shadow is each thought of gloom. 
And all the cares that gird his fate seem fled ; 

Bright flowers of intellect around him bloom, 
The light of mind is o'er bis chamber shed; 

Shapes fancy-bom spring up before his eyes, 

And bathed in bliss his tranquil spirit lies. 



Then to him comes the poet's golden hour. 
When all his soul runs riot through his veins ; 

Rich thoughts drop from him as a summer-shower. 
His spirit pants as though 'twould burst its chains. 

He feels that his is an immortal dower. 
And soareth far above this world of pains. 

Treading with fearless steps amid the skies^ 

And drinking in the light of angel-eyes. 



He roameih forth at breath of early mom, 
When the lark singeth in the sun-rays bright. 

And silver crystals, banging on the thoin. 
Seem priceless jewels to his raptured sight; 

By him the breeze with odours sweet is borne. 
Like Nature sighing in her own delight : 

The sky above, the lake below him clear— r 

All make to him both earth and heaven more dear. 



The lowliest flower that smiles upon the ground. 
The tiniest insect fluttering on the wing — 

He findeth pleasure in each sight and sound, 
He seeth beauty in the homeliest thing ; 

He knoweth God is watching all around. 

And his heart swells with silent worshipping ; 

No blossom will he pluck, but onwards pass, 

Nor harm the daisy peeping from the gras^. 
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He seeks again the ever-trodden street, 

And marks the earthly pass him heedless by — 

Well-garb'd and proud, they will not deign to greet 
The humble bard with recognizing eye : 

With glance awry, and quicker-hurrying feet, 
Eager again to Hammonds haunts they fly, 

As though they thought their heaps of glittering gold 

Would buy an entrance to the heavenly fold. 

The poet dies, the rich man fades away — 

The one reposes in a lowly bed — 
Above the other's undeserving clay 

A stately cenotaph erects its head. 
And lines of virtue, pennM for hireling's pay, 

Upon the costly monument are read : 
The gazer marks the cold unblushing stone, 
Wondering such deeds were all before unknown. 

Why do the strangers mark that humble spot? 

Why on that grave their reverent glances bend ? 
He who sleeps there in life was honour'd not, 

And unto him did wealth no influence lend ; 
His was a friendless and unpitied lot — 

No mourning crowds did at his couch attend; 
Say, why are men with pilgrim-homage there, 
Deigning no look on marble scutcheons fair ? 

Such is the Minstrel's fate — in life unknown, 
Unpitied and uncared for by the crowd ; 

When from the earth the soul of song hath flown, 
The nation's voice is raised in accents loud, 

And mjrriads flock to gaze upon the stone 
Which covers only coffin, clay, and shroud : 

E'en be it so — so let the Minstrel faU — 

An age of fame is eam'd by life of thrall. 
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SONG. 

As the fragrant wind that floateth 

^Mid the summer-hours, 
Stealing odours, while it giveth 

Sweets to leaves and flowers — 
Thus ihy beauty haunts my spirit, 

Fraught with bliss to me, 
Though it from my bosom beareth 

All my heart to thee. 

As the mystic sea-shell ever 

Murmurs to the ear, — 
As the stars above us never 

Quit, their glorious [^ere» — 
So in absence does my memory 

Bear thine image still; 
So thou seemest ever near me. 

Spite of thought or will 

If in sleep appear an angel. 

It doth wear thy face; 
When it fadeth with the vision, 

Thou hast ta'en its place. 
I see thee in the crowded city. 

And in wand- rings lone : 
Thus in absence, sleep, or waking, 

I am all thine own. 
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THE SIRE'S FAREWELL 



Thou treasured of thy fath^r^s heart. 

My last, my dearest child, 
Aud wilt thou from thiue home depart, 

To tread the world's dark wild ? 
Where thou wilt meet ho fond caress, 
Where most will blame, and few will bless. 

Dear as thou art unto me, I 

Have seen thee when most glad, 

And tears have gathered in mine eye. 
And mine old heart been sad : 

Thou wert a mirror to my gaze, 

Recalling long departed days. 

Bereft of thee, my type I see 

Standing in yonder wood. 
An aged and a withered tree. 

In leafless solitude ; 
Such shall I be when thou art gone, 
A tree whose last green leaf has flown. 

To grief thou art a stranger now, ^ 
My young, my dark-hair'd boy ; 

But soon the time may come when thou 
Wilt be as strange to joy. 

When cheek of bloom and forehead fair, 

Will wrinkle 'neath the touch of care. 
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I have been out upon the sea. 

Toss'd on the worldly wave, 
And wreck'd---then shall I suffer thee 

The storms of life to brave ? 
I must, for in the soul there springs 
Strange yearnings after unknown Uiings, 

Wliilst thou art toiling 'mid a lot, 
Where peace is lost, wealth won, 

Thy sire, perchance, may be forgot; 
But when, at set of sun. 

Thou breathest prayer and bendest knee, 

Pray thou for him who'll pray for thee. 

Away, my child ! why should I blight 
The spring-flowers of thy heart ? 

The hopes which paint thy course so bright," 
Why should I bid depart? 

Why, with officious has^e, reveal 

What thou too soon must see and feel ? 

Away! and may the light of Him 

Who leadeth not astray. 
Still dwell with thee when life grows dim^^ 

And cheer thee on thy way ; 
For joy is not with earthly doom, 
And bliss but lives beyond the tomb. 



WAR, 



Oh, God of mercy, harmony, and peace! 

When will the thirst for slaughter have an end i 
When will the havoc of destruction cease? 

Most impious thought to deem that thou dost 
lend 
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Thy aid to those who seek, in butchery, fame, 
And dying groans with mocking music blend ; 

Who call thee God of battles — ^horrid name ! 
As if thou madest thy creatures to destroy 
The boon of life, and murder with wild joy. 

Oh ! for that time when musket, spear, and sword. 
Shall be but relics of an age of strife. 
For ever blotted from the page of life ; 

When earth shall be the home of peace^ oh. Lord, 

And man shall dwell in love, according ^.o thy word ! 



I FADE APACE 'NEATH A FOREIGN SKY. 



I fade apace 'neath a foreign sky, 
My father's hall I shall see no more ; 

No friend will receive my latest sigh, 
I die where none will my fate deplore. 

Oh ! would that mine eyes once more might gaze> 
My native land^ on thy valleys green. 

On the haunts I loved in childhood's days — 
My spirit pines for each well-known scene. 

My mother dear ! I know thou dost dream 

Of him afar o'er the ocean wave ; 
Thou'lt pray for me, but thou wilt not deem 

I sink to rest in a foreign grave. 

In pleasant bower will my sister sing 
Of him who sail'd o'er billowy main, 

Nor think no billow will ever bring 
The wanderer back to his home again. 
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Thou happy wave of the sunny sea, 
Thou glidest on from this hated strand ; 

How blest my lot might I go with thee. 
And greet the shore of my native land. 

I fade apace 'neath a foreign sky. 
My father's hall I shall see no more ; 

No friend will receit^e my latest sigh, 
I die where none will my fate deplore. 



TO A POETS CHILD. 



The rose is blooming on thy cheek, thou fair and 

lovely child, 
And in thine eye, so brightly blue, is laughing 

gladness wild ; 
Yet 'tis not for its loveliness that I Ihy face 

admire — 
I see impressed upon thy brow the likeness of 

ihy Are. 

Child of a minstrers hope and heart, his liilea- 

ments I trace 
Upon that sunny brow of thine, upon that infant 

face; 
Thou beautiftd and gladsomis one, e^en kow do I 

foretell 
The gift of t^pirit^stirting song ere long with thee 

will dwell. 

Yes thott wilt be a beacon, and a glory to the 

land; 
Ranked with a high and mighty race — the chosen 

minstrel band ; 
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And when strange eyes do look on thee, and ask 

thee who thy sire, 
Then may'st thou proudly answer them — 

A MASTEB Ol THE LTBE. 

Yet deem not thine a lot of bliss — too oft the 

bard is known 
To give a joy to other hearts, whilst sorrow 

claims his own ; 
And though thy lays be read by all, reckless 

will be the throng 
Of the deep woe that dwelletili with the child 

of love and song. 

The warrior-chief receives his meed when victory 

is won ; 
The lowly peasant resteth him when toil of day 

is done ; 
The daring hunter's soul is glad when fix'd the 

deadly dart ; 
But for the minstrel what is he ? — " a star 

that dwells apart. " 

The warrior-chief may perish in the radiance 

of his fame. 
And the lowly peasant fade away — no record 

of his name; 
And of the hunter who can tell, when fled his 

parting breath ? 
But the minstrel hath a glorious name, which 

dieth not in death. 
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DREAMS OF A CONVICT. 



I had a dream ere midnight 

Of a green and sunny dell, 
And trees, and streams, and shadowy haunts, 

Which I remember'd well ; 
And forms I knew in other days, 

Pass'd joyously along. 
With laughing eyes, and bounding steps, 

A sweet and blessed throng. 

My thoughts were all of happiness. 
And my youthful heart was light. 
For the present was a dream of bliss, 

And the future seem'd aU bright. 
Away ! away ! in a chase of joy. 
With my mates I bounded on, 
As the bee which no sooner leaves one sweet 
flower. 
Than another as sweet is won. 

There was one whom I loved — when twilight 
came, 

I roam'd from my mates away. 
And sought out a lone and quiet spot. 

By that dear one^s side to stray; 
We pledged our faith when the stars were out, 

And we TOW*d by the flowers and streams, 
To love though the leaves of the one decayM, 

And the waters past like dreams. 
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There came a change, and I bade farewell 

To the home of my yoathful years. 
And the smother'd sighs of my parents' grief 

Were blent with my sister's tears ; 
And she whom I loved around me cimig, 

In her pale and mate despair, 
But I tore myself from her fond embrace, 

And — the vision no longer was there. 

I had a dream, ere day-break. 

Of a wild and dark career. 
And I had almost ceased to think 

Of what was once most dear ; 
For the memory of my early days 

Brought bitterness and pain. 
And I sought the wine-cup's maddening 
draught, 

To chase it from my brain. 

There was a crowd of reckless beings. 

Who gazed on the fatal die. 
On which their hopes and their all were set. 

With breathless agony; 
Some shouted madly, in their joy. 

Some mutter'd furious ban. 
And there I sat, with frenzied soul, 

A changed and ruin'd man. 



****** 

* * * * * 

* ***** 
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The spot was lone and gloomy—- 

With upraised arm I stood — 
A sudden flasb and my victim fell, 

And wealth was gainM by blood ; 
Then strong and heavy fetters 

Were girt around each limb, 
And doom'd to a death of guilt and shame, 

I lay in a dungeon dim. 

I wake ! — oh, what hath broken 
The calm that reign'd around ? 

'Twas the drawing back of prison-bolts. 
And the death-bell's sullen soimd : 

This is no baseless vision. 

For death and shame await — 

Come in, come in, thou holy priest ! — 
Now lead me to my fate. 



MY BIRTH-PLACE. 



I do remember me some years ago, 

I linger'd near that once-beloved place, 

And at its threshold did the master stand ; 

He was a stranger, but a kindly man, 

And when I said 'twas there that I was born. 

He spoke unto me with a friendly voice. 

And ask'd if I would step within the walls. 

To look once more on each familiar room. 

I enter'd in, and soon the place became 

Peopled with faces of the olden time. 

And the dead look'd upon me from tfieir graves, 

And their dear voices sounded in mine ears, 

E'en as they look'd and spoke while yet a child. 

Once more I stood between my grandsire's knees. 
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Whilst rested on my bead his aged hand, 
And, seated in his antique cushioned chair, 
He read me lessons from the Holy Book, 
And bade me all my days to walk with God. 
I thought, too, of the time, when older grown, 
I sate beside him on the Sabbath-day, 
And, of my learning proud, read verse for verse. 
Again I saw him, in his life's last hours. 
When he himself had grown a very child, 
Enfeebled, lying on a couch of pain. 
Troubled with all a sick man's strange caprice, 
Taking no food, save from my youthfiil hand. 
The little chamber trod I once again, 
Where I had slept full many a happy sleep, 
Haunted, perchance, by wild and frolic dreams, 
And waking up to run my race of joy. 
I saw our old domestic's quiet face, 
She who had nursed my father when a babe, 
And still survived to watch and guard his son, 
Following my footsteps up the stair each night, 
Patient and ^ent waiting for the light, 
Whist I repeated low my simple prayer, 
Before I clamber'd to my downy bed. 
I could not linger long within those walls. 
For every room seem'd haunted by the lost, 
Crowded with shadows of departed joys. 
Of joys that nought could ever bring me back : 
So press'd their weight upon my sorrowing heart, 
That when once more I paced the dusty street, 
I felt as one who leaves behind a tomb. 
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PAST AND FUTURE; 



History may tell us of the vanishM past. 
Or chronicle the days now sweeping by ; 

A gloomy shade is round the future cast, 
Unsearch'd, unsearchable by mortal eye. 

Forests halve been iivhete crdwed cities rise^ 
And lift their domes and turrets in the air i 

And stars have faded from the far-off skies, 
Passing away, no tongue may tell us where. 

Rivers have rush'd where verdant islands bloom, 
Shedding their perfume on the restless breeze ; 

And beauteous lands have found a spacious tomb 
Within the waters of the mighty seas. 

Will heaven again shower down its dreadful ire, 
And whelm the world beneath a watery grave i 

Or cast o^er all its bright consuming fire ? 
A blazing sea from which no ark may save ! 

We know such things have been in by-gone years. 
But o'er the coming darkness throws its pall ; 

Our hopes may be in vain — ^in vain our fears. 
Yes, our own fate is vain conjecture all. 

We know not our own fate — why should we strive 
With destiny, or wish its flag unfurl'd ? 

Enough for us that now we breathe and live. 
Yet know not when from life we may be hurFd. 
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We know the rose of beauty will turn pale, 
Wrinkles will gather on the fairest brow, 

The light and bounding step of youth will fail, 
And all must perish, blossoming below. 



The destined path we have to tread conceal'd. 
How much of woe is hidden from our sight ; 

While yet enough is to the mind reveal'd, 

To shape our course and guide our steps aright. 



Nature's great secrets though we may not scan. 
We know how frail the tenure of our breath ; 

We know the period to the race of man, 
And all the beings bom of earth, is death. 



The end of life is death — then let our aim 
Be fix'd on things beyond our earthly doom ; 

Though dust return to dust, the soul may cl^in^ 
Its refuge then — its earliest, latest homq ! 
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MAY-DAY SONG. 

Dreary winter hath departed, 
Smiling spring again appears ; 

We will hail it, joyful-hearted, 
With a song and merry cheers, 

No more the sun is vainly glancing 
On the chilling frost and snow. 

But the waters, gaily dancing, 
Leap and sparkle as they go. 

On the banks the primrose sleepeth. 
And the violet's eyes look out, 

Whilst the modest May-flower peepeth 
From the meadows all about. 

Trees are leafy, grass is springing, 
Flowers are budding everywhere. 

And the birds, in gladness singing. 
Scatter music o'er the air. 

Why should we have thought of sorrow 

On this happy, happy day ! 
Leave all care until to-morrow. 

Shout a welcome to the May.' 

CHORUS. 

Then round about the May-pole rally. 
Sing and dance on Arley Green, 

Whilst is heard o'er lake and valley — 
"Hail to May and May-day's queen !" 
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The sports and pastimes of our forefaibers are rapidly vanishiog, and, unless some 
strenuous and powerful efforts are made for their reyival, they will very shortly possess 
only a traditionary interest. I had an opportunity of being present on May-day, 1848, 
at a scene, which certainly had the eflbot of carrying me back soipe two or three centuries. 
About sixteen miles south-west of Manchester, and five mi]e» east of Norlhwich, and 
north-west of Knutsford, there is a beautiful little hamlet called Arley. There are very 
few inhabitants, and they are the tenantry, fanners, and labourers, of B. £. £. War- 
burton, Esq., the tower of whose piotuiesque.hall is seen peeping over the well-wooded 
park. The inhabitants of Arley have only within the last four years had the means of 
attending a place of religious worship, without walldng a distance of between three and 
four miles. Mr Warburton has erected a chapel near the ball, in whieb. a minister of 
the Church of England officiates. The chapel is dedicated to Saint Mary, whose image 
occupies one of the outside niche«. The building, is cruciform, and ornamented with a 
beautiful stained window. The inner walls are decorated with raw paintings, the ioor 
is te&selated, and the ends of some of the seats are elaborately carved by Mrs. Warburton, 
and other ladies. There are no pews, b«t the patron and his fennly sit promisonously 
with the ns^of the oongragation on the oaksn hmches. The services are ohaunted by tiie 
clergyman and eight choristers, who aie paid from Mr. Warburton's private income ; and 
all other expenses attendant upon the ohapel are defrayed by him. Mr. Warburton also 
gives the means of instruction to the ebildren of his teaaatry. One- of the largest farms 
on the Arley estate has been given up to form what is now called Arley Green. The 
school oeeopies one side of the green* and is capable of accommodating eighty children. 
All the Arley tenantry ean send their children, Iree of expense, to the school, where they 
are taught reading, writing, history, music, and geography. The boys have a large play- 
ground, with footballs, leaping bars, and other requisites for gymnastio exercises. In 
the centre of the green is a May-pole, of various colours, and sixty feet in height. In 
front of the green is a lake, of the extent of a mile and a half, well stocked with fish, and 
bearing on its surface swans and wild wafeer-fowL From an adjacent rookery proceeds 
an almost constant cawing, and the heron also builds its nest there. A distant view is 
obtained of the Derbyshire hills and Aldeily Xdge. On the morning of May-day, the 
children and tenantry were astir early, gathering flowers, and otherwise preparing to cel- 
ebrate the coming of spring. The May-pole had been previously lowered, and was now 
decorated with wUd cherry blossom. May flowers, ivy, crowns, and streamers. The 
raising of the pole, witii its gay decorations, was bailed with loud cheers. Then foflowed 
a procession, headed by the Queen of the May, a rosy-cheeked, bright-eyed girl,orowned 
with ribbons and flowers, and bearing in her hand a soept^ similarly decorated. She 
was attended by a train-bearer and two maids of honour. The other children bore 
wands, ornamented with flowers. The procession made a drcuit of the green, singing a 
May-song, composed by the squire. They afterwards formed a ring about the May-pole, 
and sang the preceding v€raes, written for tiie oocasioo, and set to music by Mr. William 
Crompton, the choir-master of Arley. A fiddler was in attendance, and dancing com- 
menced, and was maintained with spirit Oiroughout the day. The children were regal- 
ed with spiced milk and buns, provided by Mr. Warburton, and did not depart to their 
homes until after nine o'clock in the evening, when they sang a pleasing melody, having 
for its burthen " Good night," and separated with mingled feelings of delight and regret. 
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LOVE AND FLOWERS. 

\ gazed on a blossom shrunk and pale, 

That pined in the glare of the burning sun ; 
No odour it bore for the passing gale, 

But it dreop'd its h^ad like a dying nun. 
The twilight came with its tearful shroud, 

And the cheering dew fiU'd the flower's sweet'eyes ; 
Once again did it bloom in its beauty proud, 

And looVd and blush'd at the starry skies. 

I stood in a tangled woodland old. 

And gazed on a dark deep water there ; 

And the breast of that gloomy stream was cold, 
But IQies were floating pure and fair. 

And shone out like gems on the water's brim, 

• With beauty gladdening the lonely spot ; 

And the wanderer stray'd o'er those stream-banks 
dim. 
While the flashing torrents he heeded not. 

Oh ! my heart was a sad and dying flower. 

That pined 'neath the glare of the world's broad 
eye. 
But thy beauty came like a twilight shower. 

And my soul was fiU'd with aspirings high. 
As the silver lilies that graced the stream, 

And lit up the depths of its lonely gloom. 
So thy love unto me was a blissful beam, 

Wliich made me cling to a sadden'd doom. 
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TRIBUTARY STANZAS. 



In tlie grey silence of the shadowy even, 
When thoughts, like spectres^ o'er the fancy come, 
Of that dark mortal home 

To which thy youthful form, dear friend, was given, 
My sadden'd memory to the past will roam. 

When clouds of sorrow gather o'er my heart, 
Then would I turn for counsel unto thee ; 
And in my hours of glee 

Fain unto thee would I my joy impart — 

I deem ihou livest — ^then know thee lost to me. 



Back will those sweet and pleasant hours return, 
When we discoursed of our aspiring dreams, 
And what seemM radiant gleams 

Of a bright future in our hearts would bum — 
Alas ! to thee they were but meteor beams. 

And she who woke a fond and fervent love. 
The cherish'd object of thy secret flame. 

Whose sweet and worshipp'd name 

With many a pure and ardent strain was wove — 
The beacon-light which lit thy dreams of fame ! 
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Oh ! should another her young heart inspire, 
And woo with honied words and fond caress 
Her virgin loveliness, 

If spirits keep one trace of earth^s desire,. 

One memory dear, thy shade will weep and bless. 

But thou didst leave all earthly love and care. 
Ere the fresh glory of thy spring^tide years 
Was dimm'd by grief or fears; 

Pure, fadeless bliss thy spirit went to share. 

Whilst we who mourn have suffering, sin, and tears. 

No bitter doubts weigh'd down Ay soul to earth. 
But trusting faith within thy heart was shrined. 
Nor didst thou fear to find 

Thy death the prelude to a glorious birth, 
In the bright realms of the Eternal Mind. 

Oh ! well for thee that thou didst pass away, 
Ere lifers calm, happy mom had ceased to be ; 
A voice went forth for thee, 

And the glad spirit left its bonds of clay — 
The Father call*d a loved one to his knee. 



ENGLISH SCENERY. 



England ! thou hast, within thy wave-girt clime 
Scenes of magnificence and beauty rare. 
Too often scom'd by thy ungrateful sons, 
Who leave unseen Uiy lovely hills and vales, 
And seek for pleasure 'neath a foreign sky. 
Had I the means— had I the power to roam. 
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With uncheckM footsteps o*er my native land. 
Ne'er would my bosom know a wilder wish — 
Where I was bom there would I live and die. 
Oh, can I e'er forget the deep delight 
I felt when wandering, Derby, through thy shire, 
Amid the glories of thy wondrous Peak ! 
There the grey mountain lifteth up its head, 
And rears its giant form in sullen state, 
Whilst by its base the subject waters creep, 
And murmuring kiss the hoary monarch's foot. 
There horrid caverns ope their yawning mouths, 
Filling th' explorer's mind with silent awe; 
And, pacing o'er their windings vast and dark. 
He feels arise within his inmost heart 
Thoughts of the power and mystery of God. 
There may you wander through the ravine wild, 
Where on each side frown down the savage rocks. 
Like rugged monsters watching o'er the place, 
Who ever and anon seem gathering round 
To bar your further progress through the scene; 
But onwards press, and pass the craggy gates — 
Then on your gaze will burst a lovely vale. 
With emerald fields and streamlets flashing bright, 
Fair as the dawn of life, and fresh and pure. 
Bathing its quiet beauty in the sun. 
And looking like a fragment rent from Heaven — 
This is the flowery Eden of the Peak ! 
There, too, is fierce and haughty Peverel's tower. 
The tower which Scott hath hallow'd by romance. 
Standing in ruins on its lofty cliff'. 
Wandering along by rivers' blossom'd banks. 
Where golden glow-worms lurk like starry drops. 
Still the hoar hills are guardians of the way. 
And in the shadow of the twilight hour 
Seem the proud battlements of armed knight. 
Go, look on Chatsworth's fair and stately halls — 
The gorgeous palace of a powerfiil Duke— 
Standing amid a rich and wide domain, 
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And stored with all that wealth and art call forth 

To decorate the dwellings of the great — 

The sculptor's visionary forms of grace. 

And marble statues of the mighty dead ; 

The bold creations of the painter's skill, 

Canvass that glows with aU the hues of life ; 

The curious wonders of the carver's power, 

Display'd in quaint and marvellous device ; 

The high-roof d temple lined with splendid tomes, 

Fill'd with the thoughts of dead and living sage. 

Of wit, divine, historian, and bard. 

Go, gaze upon the lakes and fountains bright. 

That cast their silvery wreaths upon the air. 

Whilst fruits are bursting on the trees around. 

And flowers and plants, of cost and beauty rare. 

Are sending out Uieir odours to the breeze. 

Go wander through this gathering of delights, 

Then leave the Paradise of modem timt, 

And seek old Haddon's grey and ancient halls. 

That linger as a shadow of the past ; 

Tread for awhile its court-yard, moss-o'ergrown, 

And look upon the venerable pile ; 

Then bend your footsteps through its spacious rooms. 

Once throng'd with vaUant knights and ladies &ir. 

And ringing with the laugh and revel-song. 

The blufi* retainers there no more are found, 

No more the minstrel sings of dame and knight. 

The sound of music long hath died away. 

The banquet long hath ceased to load the board — 

Vassail, and page, and dame and knight are gone ; 

But breathes there not a melancholy tone 

Throughout the old and desolated pile. 

Which, like the voice of old affection, comes. 

And leaves a gloom upon the buoyant heart ? 

Who that hath read the strain of youthful Keats, * 



' Haddon Hall is said to be the scene of Keats*s exquisite poem of the " fye of 
St. Agnes." -^ f r- . 
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But "turns, sole-thoughted, to one Lady there," 

The "thoughtful Madeline,*' who long ago 

Red on St. Agnes' eve into the storm ? 

Who does not think upon that casement high, 

" All garlanded with carven imag'ries, 

"And diamonded with panes of quaint device," 

And shield that " blush'd with blood of queens 

and kings, " 
And Porphyro who gazed upon the maid, 
Nor moved nor spoke, " she look'd so dreamingly" ? 
Ascend the towers, and cast your gaze around. 
Where Nature smiles as in the olden time — 
The stream still goes rejoicing on its way. 
The meadows still are sprinkled o'er with buds. 
And birds are singing 'mid the branches green. 
Or soaring upwards towards the azure sly, 
Which smileth still as at Creation's birth. 
Man's mightiest works are frail — the works of God, 
Unchanged, behold his massiest structures fall. 
And wanderers in some after age may roam 
To look on Chatsworth's grey and broken walls, 
Even as we gaze on those of Haddon now. — 
Reader, if thou would'st leave behind the world. 
The busy world and every thought of gain, 
To dweU amid the solitudes of life. 
Direct thy steps to Monsal's quiet Dale; 
It is in sooth a calm and beauteous spot, 
A glorious vale far down beneath the rocks. 
Where peace and bliss might undisturb'd, repose. 
And man forget the names of sin and hate. 
The sun was setting when I first beheld 
This loveliest of England's lovely vales. 
And gazed into its depths with soul entranced. 
I could not breathe — my very heart was still'd 
By my intense and speechless wonderment. 
And tiien I wish'd that there were fix'd my home. 
So that my life might, even as the stream 
That moved below me with a noiseless flow. 
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Pass on unvex'd unto its closing day. 

The mountains were around it rude and high, 

And rocks> in varied shape, were clustered thiclc, 

Like demons gazing on a home of bliss, 

That crime had shut for ever from thdr tread ; 

The rich, declining light lay on its tor^ 

And tinged the waters with a hne of gold ; 

The birds were warbling their glad twilight hymn. 

The lambft were playing in the scented grass, 

And on the banks of the £adr river Wye 

A lonely angler sat in lazy mood. 

Patiently waiting for his finny prey. — 

My blessings on the place ! for it hath been 

One of the shining lights on memory's sea, 

And oft hath beamed upon my troubled heart 

When all around hath worn a garb of gloom ! 



THE BROKEN SPELL. 



I love thee not as once I loved, and yet I know not 

why; 
It is not that the gladsome light hath vanished from 

thine eye ; 
It is not that the rose-like tint hath faded from thy 

cheek, 
But the spell which bound my heart of old, it is in 

vain to seek. 

The same pale ringlets cluster round thy spotless 

neck and brow^ 
And the form on which IVe gaaed so oft, hath grace 

and lightness now; 
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There is the same sweet doquence blent with thy 

Toice^s tone, 
But the nameless spell that won my soul, hath from 

thy beauty gone. 

There was a time when dreams of bliss my spirit 

would entrance, 
Whene'er I caught the hrightnesa of thy sweet and 

loving glance; 
And when I met thee, hope and joy lit up my brow 

and heart, 
And sadness was upon my soul when came the 

time to part 

Now I can gaze, unmoyed, upon thine eyes* 

enchanting beam ; 
It causeth not within my heart a single blissful dream ; 
Upon my breast a chilling cloud for ever seems to 

lie — 
I meet thee without transport, and I leave thee without 

sigh. 

Thou seest change is with my soul, yet changest not 

in thine ; 
Around me still, as they were wont, thy snowy 

arms entwine ; 
In vsdn— as once it was, my love can never be for 

thee — 
Thou art but verdure cKngmg round a dark and 

blasted tree. 

Nay tell me not of plighted vows— alas, it is in vain — 
If worlds were mine, as then I loved, I could not love 

again ; 
My passion was too wild and strong, it bum'd too 

bright to lasl^*- 
It was but as the lightning's flash — it shone, and it 

hath past. 
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Oh \ would ibat I had known thee not^ or thou 

hadst loved me less ! 
But it hath ever been my fate to curse where I 

should blQSs: 
Adieu ! — ^the world will brand my name — ^it recks 

not of my heart — 
I loved thee once, I love not now — ^*tis meet that we 

should part 



U3XE8 ON THE PORTRAIT OF A CELEBRATED 
FEMALE VOCAUBT. 



Child of the lute-like voice, and sunny brow ! 

Sweet thoughts are with me, as thy type I see, 
And blessed memories of the time when thou 

Entranced my spirit with thy minstrelsy. 

Surely within thy youthful heart there dwells 
Some fount of melody, some hidden spring, 

In whose pure flow gush forth a thousand spells^ 
Joy, grief, or pity, o'er the soul to fling. 

Thou hast been fostefd 'neath Italian skies. 
Where myriads doted on thy voice and smile. 

And gay, and noble, breathed devoted sighs 
To the young beauty of the sea-girt Isle. 

Maid with the violet eye, and swan-like mien ! 

When thou wert roving in a stranger-land. 
Came there no thought of thine own valleys 
green. 

Like visions formed by some enchanter's wand 2 
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Though proud and high-born listened to thy song^ 
And paid the tribute of their praise to thee, 

Came not sad memories those bright scenes 
among ? 
Thine own dear land, oh, dwelt it not with theei 

Hebe every voice that hail'd thee, gave it not 
A joy, a rapture to thy banish'd heart ? 

Friends, dear familiar friends, heee bless thy 
lot— 
TuEBE thou of all wert but a thing apart. 

The young stag loves its own wood-paths to roam. 
The quiet lamb its green and peaceful vale. 

The fair flower droops if sever'd from its home — 
And o'er thy soul its influence must prevail. 

Oh, gentle minstrel, may no worldly blight 
Cloud or destroy thy radiant loveliness ; 

Nor time, nor sorrow, dim thine eyes' glad light. 
Nor blanch the brightness of one wreathing 
tress. 

May'st thou through life pass as a breeze or bird. 
With light, and joy, and music on thy way; 

And may thy voice 'mid angel-tones be heard. 
Singing the praises of eternal day. 
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A SUNSET SCENE. 



Here let us sit and gaze awhile 

Upon the golden west. 
And watch the glonons dun go down. 

In robes of radiance drest. 
How beautifiil is all we see, 

The landscape and the sky, 
And the glassy water, on whose face 

The wondrous shadows lie. 



Behold yon bright and gorgeous mass, 

Yon strange and flashing piles 
Of rainbow-colour'd clouds, that float 

like angel-trodden isles ; 
And some are as huge diamond rocks 

By mighty heaven^quake huiFd, 
But stayM whilst earthward in their course, 

Too priceless for our world. 



And some appear like shattered gold. 

Unmatched in mortal land, 
Yet cast in lavishment away 

By bounteous spirit' s hand ; 
And round about them seems to flow 

A vast and dazzling sea, 
Bright as the hopes within my heart 

When first I lookM on thee. 
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When first I lookM on thee, dear love — 

Those words give memory wings. 
And firom the dim and perish'd past 

A cherished hoard it brings; 
Joys which have changed to sorrows now, 

And dreams dissolved away. 
And tones and shapes that seem'd of heaven. 

Long hushM and cold in clay. 

But see, even as I speak, the scene 

Hath lost its golden gleam, 
And the round moon smileth in the sky, 

WiHi £aint and saintly beam ; 
The flowers have folded their young leaves^ 

The birds' last songs we hsar, 
And now there rest upon the grass 

A shadow and a tear. 

A pensive calmness o'er us broods, 

An odorous breath floats round, 
And breezes creep amid the leaves. 

Like hearts which rest have found : 
Oh, that our close of life may come 

As twilight's tranquil fall, 
With &ith's sweet incense in our souls^ 

And hope's pure moon o'er all. 
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TO A YOUNG POETESS. 



We never met, perchance may never meet, 
Mine eyes may never look upon thy face, 

My voice with thine may ne^er hold converse sweets- 
Yet fancy oft thy lineaments will trace. 

And shall I paint thee beautiful, young maid. 
With witching features and a form of grace, 
And eyes where light hath made its dwelling-place. 

And snowy brow, which silken tresses shade ? 
It recks not : — thou art beautifiil to me. 

For thoughts poetic live within thy soul ; 

And guileless words, which need not thy control, 
Spring from a mind that free from taint must be : 

The moon is loved because its beams are pure. 

So thou hast beauty which will aye endure. 



A DAUGHTER TO HER DEAD SIRE. 

My father ! thou art sleeping now. 

Within the silent tomb ; 
With tearful eye, and clouded brow, 

I live to mourn thy doom. 

My sire ! — oh^ God, thou answefst not — 

Thou CANIST NOT auswer me ; 
Thy lips are mute — the voice forgot 

That wildly calls on thee. 



Digitized byCjOOQlC 



POETICAL WORKS. ] g | 

They ask me why, with bloom decay'd, 

I droop and pine away : 
Oh, well the cheek of her may fade,' 

Whose heart is with the clay. 

My young mates tell me that my voice 

Hath lost its joyous tone — 
It hath — ^for how can she rejoice, 

Whose cause of joy is gone? 



Nor song, nor dance hath charm for me, 
Their witchery all hath fled ; 

I shun them, and I ask for thee — 
I scarce can think thee dead. 



To festive scenes they bid me turn, 

And chase my vain regret ; 
But sure 'twere better still to mourn, 

Than all thy love forget. 

Thou wert the beacon of my youth. 
The star whose cheering ray 

Shone brightly o'er the path of truth, 
And tum'd from vice away. 

The star is quench'd — the ray hath fled. 

And dark and desolate 
My path — and can I know thee dead. 

And yet not weep thy fate ? 

I heard thee breathe the parting sigh, 

I saw thee look thy last, 
My lifeless sire ! — ^alas, that I 

Should say tiiy life is past ! 
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I call, but thou do'st not awake — 
In vain the tear-drop flows ; 

Nor voice, nor tear of mine can break 
Thy dreamless, dark repose ! 



TO , 

ON HER MARRIAGE. 



Say, do*8t thou not remember well the time. 
When, each a happy and a sinless child, 

We loved to roam from mom 'till evening's chime, 
By grove and glen to gather blossoms wild ? 

And twine the red rose in our flowing hair. 

Two joyous creatures knowing nought of care ? 

The world seemM spread before us, one bright 
scene 
Of light and bloom, and trees and flowers and 
streams, 
A sunny garden which was ever green, 

For nought of gloom was mingled with our 
dreams : 
Joy was around the present and the past, 
And o'er the future hope its spells had cast. 

A change came o'er our natures, and we smiled 
To think of them, the dreams of other years. 

When our young hearts by grief were undefiled, 
(Save that sweet grief which causeth 
childhood's tears) 

And we believed the world held nought of pain. 

And cherish'd wishes time had long proved vain. 
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We still wer^ in the spring time of our youth, 
And the world still look'd pleasant to the eye, 

Though many a vision had been chased by truth. 
And many a hope had blossom'd but to die ; 

New ties had bound us, and had found an end, 

Yet still thou wert mine own beloved friend. 

More sacred ties are twined around thee now, 
Another claims thy duty and thy love ; 

Before high heaven your lips have breathed the 
vow 
To honour and to cherish — ^may he prove 

Thy ark of refuge from the world's dark sea, 

A joy, a blessing, gentle friend, to thee. 

Be all thy wishes centred now in him. 
Thy hopes and fears be ne'er from bis apart, 

So if his lot should for awhile be dim. 

He then may turn unto thy changeless heart. 

And find in thee, amid his sorrow's night, 

A faithful guide, a lamp of quenchless light. 

Our souls were never bound in that strong thrall 
Which makes the heart yearn even to enchain 

Each thought, each wish of its loved idol — %dl — 
Blending with love at once a joy and pain ; 

My vows were never offer'd at thy shrine — 

I wish'd thee happy, though no bliss were mine. 

We grew together, and our friendship grew — 

From child to maiden, and from maid to bride' 
I saw thee change — ^in every change as true ; 

. So may that truth still in thy heart preside — 
The husband of thy choice, oh, may he find 
Change visits not the soul where he is shrined. 
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WHEN I AM LAID 'NEATH THE CHURCH 
YARD STONE. 



When I am laid 'neatfa the chnrch-yard stone 

Will firiends e'er come to my grave at eve, 
And speak of my deeds in a kindly tone. 

Or o'er my memory silently grieve ? 
I do not ask for the dews of weeping 

To fall on my lowly home of clay, 
But the friends I love — I would have them keeping 

Fond thoughts of me when I pass away. 

When they are met in the festive hour, 1 

I would not sadden one joyous heart; 
No cloud of sorrow o'er them should lower. 

Or rob their bliss of its lightest part; 
But if some thought should be o'^r them stealing 

Of him who was wont their gladness to share. 
Let them think each song and mirthful feeling 

Would be joy to him could he join them there. 

I would have them think, in their hours of sadness,' 

Of the solace they oft from his words had drawn. 
When he told that a mom of light and gladness 

On the gloomiest night would most surely dawn : 
Should they vigils keep by their tapers' burning, 

And hopes be around them like dead leaves 
thrown. 
Oh, then would I have their remembrance turning 

To the friendly heart that was once their own ! 
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TO MY INFANT SISTER. 



Artless little cherab fair. 
With thy twining flaxen hair, 
And thine eye so skyey bright, 
And thy teeth so snowy white; 
Ever be thine open brow 
Free from grief and care as now ; 
May thy future ever be 
Pure as this thine infancy. 
Nestled in thy mother's breast, 
Oh, how placid is thy rest : 
Tell me, what doth now beguile 
Thy witching features to a smile? 
It must be a virion sweet 
That thy dreamy gaze doth greet 
Are thy waking gambols blent 
With thy slumber, innocent? 
Or are things from man concealed, 
To thy guileless mind revealed ; 
And the secrets of the sky 
Open'd to thy close-shut eye ? 
whatsoe'er its theme may be, 
Such a dream age may not see. 

Now is burst sleep's flowery thrall — 
Thou art mirth and frolic all ; 
And the less than half-formM word, 
Flowing from thy lips, is heard ; 
And th^ giddy laughter tells 
Of the joy that witib thee dwells, 
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As thou, careless, ramblest o^er. 
With unpractised steps, the floor. 
Thou may'st yet, fair child, possess 
Richer share of loveliness. 
Form more graceful, riper bloom. 
In the days thou hast to come ; 
And the treasures of thy mind 
May, by years^ be more refined ; 
But thou ne'er wilt meet with bliss 
UnalloyM with woe as this. 

When life'is summep-hours are thine, 
Sober autumn's will be mine ; 
When thy summer's past away, 
I shall be in life's decay ; 
When thy autumn shaU have past, 
I may then have look'd my last. 
Ne'er akin in life our lot-^ 
Thou wilt live, I be forgot ; 
Or remembered but by those 
Who must soon seek like repose ! 
Thou must, too, seek that dark bourne. 
To thy native earth return ; 
Then alike our state will be — 
' Death will deal equality ; 
That same sound which thee doth wake, 
My repose will also break. 

A mother's care now guides thee on. 
Tells thee what to court or shun ; 
When she no more is by thy side. 
Look to virtue as thy guide : 
Thus thy course let virtue shield, 
Ever to her precepts yield ; 
Thou may'st then look on the tomb, 
Nor quail to meet its chilling gloom r 
Thou wilt quit this earthly night, 
To live in day of heavenly light. 



Digitized byCjOOQlC 



POfinCAl WOEKS. 187 



THE LAST ADIEU. 



A last adieu! since we most part. 
Since we in love no more mav meet ; 

Though ne'er can fade from my lone hearty 
Remembrance of our passion sweet. 

Adieu! I need not now recall 
Those bj-gone houi^ of parted bliss, 

When thou £d'st vow to love through all, 
And seal thy vow with holy kiss. 

And, oh, though slander^s venom^d tongue. 
Did tell that I was false to thee, 

How could'st thou do me so much wrongs 
As credit that which could not be ? 

But evil tongues can nought avail 

To the warm breast that true doth love; 

That heedeth not the slanderous tale, 
Until its truth cold looks do prove. 

And did my eyes e*er give one look 
That did not of aflfection speak? 

Or did harsh word thou could'st not brook, 
In anger from my lips e'er break ? 

Oh, no ! — I never breathed a sigh, 
That was not fondly, wholly thine. 

Nor ever did thy searching eye 

Read aught but love for thee in mine. 
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Then must we part ? — ^wdl, be it so ! . 

Reproach, hj me, shall not be spoken. 
For if thou doubt'sl^ thou canst not know 

The heart that thou hast almost broken. 



A COUNTRY WALK. 



My heart rejoiceth in the country green, 

I feel the warm blood tinge again my cheek ; 
A holy influence broodeth o'er ^e scene. 

And fills n^ breast with thoughts I cannot speak. 
Afar off looms the dim and smoky town, 

Where clank the mighty engines night and mom. 
Where wealth hath smiles, and poverty a f^own, 

And pride and scorn 'mid heaps of gold are bom. 
There hate or sorrow prompts too oft die word, 
Here hymns of gladness firom each bough are heard, 
And falls the sunlight rich and dazzling down, 
Like streams of glory from God's radiant crown ; 
Here scomless Nature works her peaceful wajrs, 
And tunes the soul to meekness, love, and praise. 
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TH' BALLIES.* 

k TBUB LANCA8HIBE 8T0RT. 



Aw*r stondin' by Dick Livesey Jieawse, 

The Fleece i' Withy Grove ; 
His wife an' him wur foin' eawt. 

So in aw thout awM shove. 

An' theer, on th' sonded kitchen flure. 
Aw seed Dick glooarin' stond, 

Wr face as red as ih' kitchen foyar. 
An' th' poker i' his hond. 

Aw fix'd on Dick my awfo' een, 

Aw ne'er had known to fail, 
An' said ** Neaw Dick, lad, come wi' me, 

An' drink a giU o' ale." 

His yed it tumbl't on his breast, 

An' th' poker tumbl't too ; 
Aw said ^^ Come, Dick, an' sit thee deawn. 

An dmmo' be a foo." 



• The Bellowt.— The above begateDe it the Tenifieatioa of aa aaeodote related of him- 
Mlf, at a todal meeting, by a Lanoaehire author, whoee skill in the Teniaoalar idiom it 
well-known. The oondudon If somewhat scltered ftom the original narratiTe, for the 
purpose of drawing a sort of moral. The Terses wen written merely for the amusement 
of a few friends, but, at the request of several admiren of the ffialect, the author has in- 
oladsd them in the present volume. 
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We seet us deawn, an' geet some drink. 
When in Dick wife hoo sallies, 

An' at my yed, wi' aw hur meet, 
Hoo bang'd a pair o' bailies. 

The bailies whistled f my ear, 
An' smash'd on th' aleheawse wall. 

Or aw should ne'er ba' towd diis tale. 
Or stood beside my stall* 

Aw fix'd on th' wife my awfo' e'en. 

Boh fan it wouldno, doo. 
So aw thowt aw^d tak mysel away. 

If ho'od boh lemme goo. 

My hure stood up, my pluck wur deawn, 
Aw wackert cowd an* pale ^ 

Aw thowt awM grope my way to th.' dur, 
Boh first aw swoipt my ale. 

Dick wife hoo glooart, an' aw'r so feart. 

Aw couldno' tak my wint. 
Boh aw bolted into Withy Grove, 

An' never look't behint. 

So neaw aw'm safe — ^tak my advice. 
An' koep M Dick's aa' MalUe's, 

Fpr if yo goo 'tween mon^an' wife, 
Hoo'l split yer yed wit' bailies. 
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THE WORLD OF FLOWERS. 



Yours is a pleasant world, ye gentle flowers, 
Ye live 'mid light, and bloom, and sunny hours ; 
Your mu«ic is the soft wind murmuring low, 
Which comes unto you with its sweet-voiced flow ; 
The golden bee, dyed by the sun's bright beam. 
The butterfly, with wing of silvery gleam — 
Those wanderers glad, fair children of the sun. 
With kisses woo you till your sweets are won. 

How much of beauty do your forms disclose ! 
But thou art queen of loveliness, thou rose, 
And, when for simile the fond youth seeks, 
His fair is told th^ bloom is on her cheeks ; 
Ye violets, wet with morning's crystal dew, 
Ye are compared unto her eyes of blue; 
Ye primroses, to her pale tresses free ; 
Ye snowdrops pure, unto her chastity. 



The village maidoi roves at early mom. 
To seek fresh buds her white brow to adorn. 
And of your glowing koes and fragrant breath, 
She for her temples weaves a living wreath : 
The infant boy, less difficult to please. 
Of hue unmindfid, each by turns will seize, 
Then form a nosegay, with admiring eye. 
And to his* comrades with his treasure fly. 
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Ye have your songsters, peopling tree and bash. 
The lark of mom, the blackbird, and the thrush, 
And thousand others, musical and free, 
Floating above you, rich in melody. 
Ye have wild iivers in your quiet race, 
Who do not dwell in garden's tended space. 
Who, as their spirits could not order brook. 
Spring in the forest and the woodland nook. 

Ye gentle flowers, ourselves in you may see 
A lowly image of what we should be ; 
Though storms may bow you, quickly do you rise, 
And lift your heads again unto the skies: 
Thus, though our lot may for awhile be dim. 
Still let our thoughts be upward turned to Him ; 
Then, though like you, we sleep in wintry tomb. 
We shall awake in glory, and in bloom. 



THE EARLY LOST. 



Why for the buried should we weep, 

Ijie cherish'd ones who early died, 
Departing to their dreamless'sleep. 

Ere aught had chilPd the heart's warm tide ? 
They left us when no cares of life 

Had blanch'd the cheek and dimmed the eye ; 
Ere years of sorrow, pain, and strife 

Had hush'd the laugh and brought the sigh« 
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When wandering in the crowded street, 

How vainly do we seek to trace, 
In forms that oft our glances meet, 

Some token of their wonted grace ; 
The locks, that danced in ringlets bright, 

Are changed to tresses thin and grey, 
And steps, Uiat bounded with delight. 

Can scarcely track their feeble way* 

Voices have lost their buoyant tone. 

All seems of joy and beauty reft; 
The leaves and flowers of life are gone. 

And withered boughs alone are left. 
Then why should sorrow fill the soul 

For those who died in youthful bloom ? 
They parted firom this earthly goal, 

To shrine bright memories in the tomb* 



A FAIR FACE HAUNTS MY SOLITUDE. 



A fair face haunts my solitude. 

As beams of radiant light, 
That through the captive's bars intrude, 

To show his dungeon's night 

As clouds that gather over heaven. 

To shroud its starry blue. 
When by the passing breezes driven. 

Let rays come streaming through* 

E'en so thine eyes of heavenly ray 
Came beaming on my heart. 

And clouds, that o'er my spirit lay,. 
Thy presence bade depart 
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The man of sin andd his dreams 
Hath glimpieB of delight. 

And Fanidise before him gleams. 
To bless aad mock his sight 

I gazed upon tfaj youthfol bloom, 
Beheld, and thou wert gone ; 

I wandered forth in dark^ gloom, 
To muse on thee alone. 

Though shapes of loveliness may pass 

Across the mirror^s face, 
They leave no trace upon ike glass 

Of beauty or of grace. 

The image fadeth from the glass. 

As rainbows melt in air, 
But thou within my soul, alas ! 

Though absent, still art there. 



SONNET TO 



^BITTSV IN THB WINTER OT 1S44. 



Lady, as now I write, the snow-flakes beat* 
With eddying whirl, against my window pane. 
But wintry weather cannot chill the strain 

With which, in friendly warmth, thy worth I greet. 

Thy hours of life have only reached their spring, 
And love and hope twine flowers around thy heart: 

O may joy's roses bear for thee no sting. 
And sorrow's blight be from thy &te apart. 
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A fellow- wanderer in ihe fields where fame 
Oft lures its votaries with illusive spells 

Hath breathed, sweet lady, blessings on ihy name«-» 
He loves thee truly, and will guard thee well. 

Peace to ye both ! — my fervent prayers ascend 

That blissfnl spirits may your steps attend. 



THE POEPS FATE. 



What fate is his who wakes the Ijrre, 
And breathes his soul in song ? 

It is to know his thoughts inspire 
The bosoms of the throng. 

It is to bear the worldling's pride, 
And looks of envious scorn ; 

It is from all the wounds to hide 
That poison*d shafts have torn. 

It is to know thai; beauty's eyes 
Rain splendour on his page; 

To call to birth her smiles or sighs — 
Such is his heritage. 

It is to know his numbers live 
Like day*beams in the heart; 

To many hope and joy to give, 
Which few to him impart. 

It is to know that hall and bower 
Are brighten'd by his lays; 

It is to gain at length the dower 
Of meteor-lighted praise. 
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It is to know the scroll of Fame 
His deathless words will bear ; 

It is to live upon a name. 
And banquet on the air ! 



MUSINGS AND MEMORIES. 



1 HAVE not lived a pamper'd, toilless life, 
I have not couchM in luxury and ease, 
And passM my days 'mid menials and pomp -, 
My lot has been to suffer and to do, 
To rack my spirit for the means to live, 
To bear the frowns of iron-hearted men, 
And congregate with those who loved me not, 
With those who sympathised with wealth alone. 
Shunning cotnmunion with a coinless man. 
My lot has beeil to beat throughout the day 
The taunts of many, ignorant and proud. 
Rejoicing even in their very faults. 
And seeking means each folly to display, 
More foolish than the swan, which hides its feet. 
My lot lias been to feel ufintter'd pangs^ 
And eat thfe wormwood of my bitter thought^; 
For who a bitterer misery can know 
Than he who, deeply, keenly sensitive 
To every word or look which speaks contempt. 
Must meekly bear tlie insults and the sneers 
Of those who ask for that he cannot give ? 
Ohy many an hour, and many a painful day, 
Have I toird on with sad and bursting heart. 
And sought at night the couch that brought no rest, 
For sleep was only agonising dreams. 
And every interval before mine eyes 
The ghosts uprose of past and coming days : 



Digitized byCjOOQlC 



POETICAL WORKS. 



197 



Oh, who hath felt those moments of despairi 

Those dreary, dreadful gaps m homaa life, 

When doubts and fears erect their giant heads, 

And on we travel o'er the waste of lite. 

Whilst every fount of joy seems dry and void, 

And not a gleam of sunshine lights the scene i 

Who hath e'er had those plague-spots on his soul, 

Who hath e'er pass'd such Erebus of woe^ 

And not bless'd God when broke the morning light ? 

Such my dark fate hath been^-^my children's smiles 

Gave oply sorrow to my aching heart, 

Their cheeks of bloom, their pretty, pleasant ways. 

Their buoyant forms, and careless, merry laugh. 

That should have been my solace, were my grief. 

I saw around me spring dear flowers of love, 

And knew not when their blossoms might be nippM; 

I saw them bloom and beautify my path, 

And knew not when the spoiler's hand might come. 

To blight and scatter all their leaves of joy- 

Those days have pass'd — ^the home of many years 

Hath been abandon'd — I must seek anew. 

In other paths, the means whereby to live ; 

With a small band of tried and constant friends, 

To cheer my spirit and impel me on. 

Be Hope my pilot, and in God my trust. 

How to the memory things departed cUng ! 

How the heart &stens on the ever-lost ! 

Softening each harshness, and investing all 

With a subdued and melancholy charm. 

Oft in my lonely musings, day and night. 

Thoughts of that dwelling crowd upon my brain, 

Bringing to my remembrance hopes and fears. 

That in its wsdls alternate sway'd my mind, 

And forms and faces, once' familiar. 

And daily seen, till they became as things 

That were with my existence almost blent : 

The wayfarers that trode the busy street ; 

Jhe buildings that were evex in my view, 
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Till they became as though instinct with lif&^- 
Acquaintances I daily look'd to see ; 
The friends that there betimes sat at my boards 
Partaking of my humble fare with smiles, 
Whilst all was seasoned by our soeial chat. 
And observations sage on books and men. 
Three of my babes there first beheld the light,. 
And twined their little arms around my neck. 
Whilst in my heart a father's fondness grew— * 
That fervent Iotc, which neither time, nor space> 
Nor base ingratitude, nor guilty shame 
Can e^er subdue* All other ties may break — 
The love of woman fades at times away. 
And dieth even at a look or tone ; 
Friends may depart like flies with summer*hours^ 
When the dark winter of our lot comes on. 
But strong affection, in a parent's breast, 
Liveth for evermore, a changeless flower. 
One of my cherished flock lies buried low — 
Just as its little hps had leamM to lisp. 
And call with fondest accents on my name- 
Just as it knew my step upon the floor. 
And gladness filFd its eyes at my approach. 
The infant angel sought its native Heaven, 
And left its parents sorrowing for its loss : 
Its voice is unforgotten melody-^it comes. 
Like notes of breeze- woke harp, upon mine ear. 
And, as a golden mist, its silken hair 
And radiant eyes sail 'twixt me and the sun. 
There some who call me friend I first beheld — 
Connections dear with kindred minds were form'd- 
Strong intellectual links, defying all 
To crush or sever, save the hand of Death ; 
And there occurred events, whose hue must tinge. 
Whether for good or evil, all my life. 
Implanting in my mind fresh germs of thought. 
And teaching me to study and explore 
Rich veins of knowledge, hitherto unsought. 
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Farewell \ thou home of many cares and joys ! 
I ne'er may cross thy well-known threshold more — 
Though small the space that keepeth us apart^ 
'Tis as impassable as boundless sea ! 



THOUGHTS IN ABSENCE- 



Where thou residest I may not reside. 
And where I dwell thy destiny is not, 

But in my heart will cherish'd thoughts abide 
Of thee, whom naught can e'er firom memory blot^ 

Together in our childhood's days we dwelt, 
And shared together childhood^s joy and pain ; 

Oh, bliss more pure in those gone times was felt 
Than after-life may ever feel again* 

May fate's decrees ne'er cause thee to repine — 
May'st thou be happy, though afar from me ; 

A chequer'd destiny, alas, is mine. 

One of my griefs to be apart from thee. 

Tis not alone cold friendship that we feel, 

Nor the emotion of absorbing love. 
But sympathy that words may not reveal, 

A kindred nature with our beings wove. 

Albeit another thy young heart doth claim. 
Still may the tie that bindeth us endure ; 

Though he adores thee with a deeper flame, 
He for thy welfare breathes no wish more pure. 
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The time must come when beauty will decay — 
Should they prove false who pay thee homage now, 

Then from those fickle ones, oh, turn away — 
Mine is no dotage on fair cheek and brow. 

United to thee by the bond of mind,' 

My prayers shall follow thee through good and ill ; 
Whatever betide thee, thou shalt ever find 

One breast unchanged, one humble haven still. 



A BALLAD. 



" Cast the gay robes from off thy form. 

And cease thine hair to braid ; 
Thy love to thee will come no more, 

He woos another maid ; 
And broken are the many vows 

That he hath pledged to thee — 
He woos another maid, and this 

His bridal-mom will be !" 

" False unto me ! oh, say not so. 

For if thy tale be true. 
And he I love be lost to me, 

I shall not live to rue ; 
If he do take another mate. 

Before the holy shrine. 
Another ne'er shall have my heart-^ 

Death will be mate of mine T' 

She cast the gay robes from her form, 
And donn'd a snow-white gown ; 

She loosen'd firom her locks the braid, 
And let them droop adown; 
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She flang around her lovely head 
The thin shroud of her veil. 

To hide her fast descending tears> 
And cheek as moon-ray pale. 

With feeble, yet with hurried steps. 

Unto the church she hied, 
And there she saw the false of heart 

Receive another bride : — 
The bridal-pageant swept along, 

Tin all the train bad fled— 
Why staid the lone deserted one ? 

She slumberM with the dead ! 



ON VISITING WORDSWORTH. 

Tis something to have listened to the sound 

Of that great minstrel's voice whose art hath shed 
Poetic glory on all things around. 

Whose golden lines in lustrous mesh have bound 
Hill, stream, and meadow, mount, and cliff, and 
lake; 

Whose mighty mind hath crownM each mountain's 
head 
With splendour that will ne^er their heights forsake. 
'Tis something to have stood beneath the roof 

Where genfie Wordsworth draws his daily breath. 
And to have gazed on him whose fame is proof 

Against the lapse of time, decay, and death. 

No boon more prized can memory bequeath 
Than the dear record of that sacred hour 
I spent in Rydal's spiritual bow'r. 
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LOVE RHYMES. 



I need nat say I tbink of thee 

In sorrow and in oare ; 
I need not say thou art to me 

More dear than light or air ; 
As yields the rose unto the bee, 

So thou each thought dost share. 

Thou art the music of my life. 
Thou art my desert-stream. 

My garden with sweet blossoms rife, 
Thou art a quenchless beam. 

Shining upon my lot of strife— 
A haunting, glorious dream. 

Even as a dark and orbless night 

Were I from thee apart; 
As ship without a beacon-light. 

When rocks around it start; 
As breaking of the morning bright 

Thy smile illumes my heart 

Up doth the soaring sky-lark spring, 

And singeth as he flies ; 
I cannot mount on rapturous wing, 

And cleave poetic skies. 
For ever when of thee I sing, 

My song in murmurs dies. 
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If thou within the graye wert laid, 

No tears would flow from me, 
That fountain of relief were staid, 

Dried would its sources be ; 
The sunlight from my sight would fade, 

Thy shadow should I see. 

Without thee I should wander <m 

With sightless mind and eye, 
Or be as bird whose voice ha<h gone. 

Or flowers that scentless lie; 
Beloved, we in life sue one, 

Together let us die. 



OH ! WELL DO I REMEMKER. 

Oh ! well do I remember 

The sweet and tender light, 
Which beam'd of old in thy dear eyes, 
Whene'er I met thy sight ; 

And still it beams, 

In midnight dreams. 
As beautiful as when 

It met my gaze, 

In other days. 
In the lone and quiet glen* 

Oh ! well do I remember 

Thy low and lute-like voice. 
Which ne'er was heard unless to bid 
My youthful heart rejoice ; 
Its silver tone 
Hath from me gone, 
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I weep in loneliness ; 
The accents dear. 
That blessM my ear. 

No more will ever bless. 

Oh ! well do I remember, 

At twilighf s shadowy hour, 
Thy form of grace and loTeliness, 
My perishM virgin flower ; 

Amid the gloom 

Thy cheeks of bloom, 
Like star-beams shine on me ; 

In dreams of night, 

In robes of light. 
Thy sainted shade I see. 

Oh ! well do I remember, 

'When mirth and song swell high ; 
I think of aD the joy I've lost, 
And turn aside to sigh : 

I know *tis vain, 

This mournful strain. 
This sorrow wild and deep ;. 

No tears can more 

Thv form restore. 
Yet, ah! for this I weep. 
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TO THE BELLS. 



As thus I wander in the twilight shade, 

How fitfully doth come upon mine ear 

Your far-off pealing music, sweet-toned bells. 

Entranced I listen to your harmony, 

That sounds so wild and changeful on the breeze. 

Now doth it murmuring die upon the wind, 

And now again it comes, with bursting swell. 

In full, deep melody, unto my soul. 

I love to wander, when in serious mood. 

And listen to your mellow, witching tones ; 

They make to me e^en gloom and sadness sweet, 

And pleasing to the mind. Ye do possess 

A music, too, for bright and joyous hours: 

Oft have I seen the home-bound villager. 

His labour done, plod briskly, blithely on, 

As listening to your merry minstrelsy, 

From towerK>f rustic church, he ceased to think * 

Of all the toils and hardships of the day. 

And ye have one, a solitary note. 

Of mournful, solemn import, which doth draw 

The mind to muse upon the dreary grave. 

And then doth lift the thoughts to regions fiur, 

Far, far above the clouds — to lovely homes, 

Keplete with holy joy and blessedness. 

A few short years, and other ears will perhaps 

Hear that same lonely knell tolling for me : 

So let it be ! yet I will not repine. 

But rather strive to live so that when Death 

Shall call me to his damp and earthy couch, 

I there may rest awhile, then rise and shake 

From off my limbs his dull add heavy sleep. 

And wake again in Heaven's efiiilgent light 
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THE MINSTREL'S FAREWELL 
TO HIS LOVE. 

My lips are bloodless — ^tears may speak of griei^ 
But grief is transient, when it faUs in tears ; 

My heart is withering, as the dewless leaf- 
Cheeky lip, and brow, — there woe's dark seal 
appears. 

The fountain of mine eyes is dry, my sonl 
Is as a garden which the blight hath found ; 

Death and decay amid the flowers have stole, 
Whilst baleful weeds stiU throw their shade around. 

The light that lit my life will soon have |>ast — 
Reft of its beauty, then my course will be 

As is the bark's that struggles with the blast, 
Without a star to guide it o'er the sea. 

Alone, alone ! I sooa shall be alone, 

Alpne, where crowds of worldly beings press ; 

The mind will hold communion with none. 
And my sad spirit pine (^mpanionless. 

We part, and years, long years may intervene. 
Ere I do look on mine own lOve again ; 

Yes viewless space will interpose between 

Those who are bound by strong afiecticm's chain. 

My woe can heed not, and as now we part, 
I have one hope, or all would be in vain 

To stay the breaking of tojr lonely heart — 
The one dear hope that we shall meet again. 
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We meet again ! such hope is theirs who roam, 
With yearning souls, across the pathless seas, 

Whilst comes the tempest, as they dream of home, 
And calls them forth to battle with the breeze. 

My swan on life's dark river, my sole joy, 
My star, my dove, my all that's bright or fair. 

My fount of bliss, whose waters never cloy. 
My rose whose perfume I with none would share. 

The gentle bosom where my brow doth rest, 
Will it e'er pillow other head than mine ? 

Will those sweet lips by other lips be prest, 
And thy young breast anoth^ love emhrine ? 

Hence with my doubts ! I cannot even brook 

A moment's thought that thou canst know a change 

My soul would sicken at thy altered look. 

Yet spurn the faith which absence could estrange. 

My grief is voiceleiJS — one last, wild embrace — 
Words cannot paint my spirifs agony. 

To know of thee, I soon shall have no trace, 
Save in the heart — ^were thou wilt ever be. 
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THE BIBLE. 



Great God of heaven and earth ! how can we gaze 

On the rich treasures of thy sacred book. 
Nor torn to thee with awe and deep amaze, 

As on the wisdom of each page we look ? 
What pen could trace the mystery of thy ways 

Unless from thee it inspiration took ? 
What voice could raise those solemn songs of praise, 

Save thine own minstrels' ? Lord ! I cannot brook 
To see the sceptic, with his bat-like mind, 

Turn from thy light to revel in the dark. 
Oh, dreadful sight ! to watch him, madly blind. 

Rush to the billows, whilst the Bible Ark 
Bides on the sea of doubts, 'mid wave and wind. 

At once a refuge and a beacon mark. 



THE WARRIOR'S DEATH. 



The young knight fell while on the foe 
His blows were showering fast ; 

But the Paynim steel that laid him low 
By dastard hand was cast. 

His bright and martial eye grew dim. 
As his page knelt by his side ; 

Yet though he knew death's hand on him. 
He grieved not that he died. 
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He fell as he had wished, in fame^ 

On the plain of holy strife ; 
And he had eam'd a hero's name— « 

To honour what was life i 



And thus unto his page he said. 
Whilst the youth was sobbing loud, 

^^ Oh, quickly baste, when I am dead. 
To my father's castle proud. 

And tell him thou did'st mark me die. 

As noble warrior should. 
Unshrinking, and without a sigh. 

For my coimtry, and my God. 

Tell him that grief must not be his 

That here I met a grave, 
For say my death was death of bliss — 

I die midst bold and brave. 



And take this ring, my faithful page. 
To my yoimg affianced bride. 

And say diat, in the battle's rage. 
Her love was still my pride. 

And, pray thee, tell she must not weep. 
For tears my fate would shame: — 

I die, yet fear not death's cold sleep— 
I still shall live in fame !" 



The knight then to his cold lips prest. 
Whilst sense was fleeting fast, 

The cross that hung upon bis breast, 
And gaze to Heaven he cast. 
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The cross feQ firom his lifeless hand. 

His spirit passed away. 
And the brarest of the Christian band 

In death's embraces lay. 



THE DREAM. 

I had a dream in the still hours of night, ^ 

The breath of roses mingled with the air, 
And silTer streams were gushing 'neath the Hgbt 

Of the bright moon, which like a maiden fair» 
Walk'd o'er the pathway of the a^nre skies, 

As one that shone to gladden and to bless. 
And the fair stars, as radiant as thine eyes, 

Floated in heaven in throbbing loTelmess. 

A low sweet voice came murmuring to mine ear. 

And sounds of music swelled the passbg 
breeze^ 
And long | stood tranisfix'd 'mid hope and fear. 

Listening entranced to distant melodies: 
I gazed— from out a gre«a and leafy bower 

A form of beauty ImrsI upon my sight ; 
I felt upon my soul a spell of power, 

And my heart trembled with a new delight 

The image oTmy dreaming glided on, 

And all seem'd brighter as she passM along. 
And still the voice of that most beauteous one 

Made rich the air with melody and song; 
And as I saw her form of grace depart, 

My ears drank in a burthen wild and sweet. 
Whose words must linger ever with my heart: 

Thus sang the maid " We do but part to meet 



f" 
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^Twas but a vision, and I had no thought 

Of living maid so beautiful as she 
Whom sleep had pictured, for I deem'd that naught 

Of mortal birth so lovely e'er could be. 
I met thee — could it be ? — ah, mystic sleep, 

Through its dim shadows doth the future gleam ? 
I saw in thee the image graven deep 

Within my soul — ^the minstrel of my dream ? 

Say, wilt thou pardon him wbo dares to name 

lliee and thy loveliness in his mde lay ? 
The humble shepherd sore thou would'st not bkme, 

Who wakes his lute to pvaise some starts bright 
nj: 
Thou unto me art as a gloriotis star, 

A lovely orb which I must needs admire, 
A light which I may worship from afar— ;• 

T^ben, lady, firown not though I wake iny lyre. 

Or thou shalt be a saint, and I will be 

A lowly pilgrim kneeling at thy shrine. 
Offering, as proof of my idolatry, 

A simple token to thy powers divine ; 
Lady, rgect not then thy pilgrim's prayer, 

A^^cept his gift for unto thee belong 
The dowers of melody and beauty rare, 

Thou gentle queen of loveliness and song. 
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MAY. 



Beautiful May ! thou comest once again, 

Clad in thy vest of green, and deck'd with flowers, 

Smiling and sunny as a happy child. 

And fuU of joy as maiden of sweet thoughts. 

The sky hath long been overcast with clouds. 

And plashing rains and cold ungracious winds 

Have dampM our joys, and fill'd our hearts with 

gloom ; 
But now the breeze goes dancing o'er the earth y 
The monarch sun sits proudly on his throne, 
And throws his beams in liberal largesse round ; 
The buds shine brightly in the thick green grass, 
And birds rush singing through the perfumed air; 
The fragrant hawthorn loads the sheltering hedge. 
And on the chesnut tree white blossoms hang. 
Gracing its boughs like wreaths of living snow ; 
The sycamore is now the haunt of bees. 
Who seek to rob it of its balmy wealth ; 
Laburnums hang their golden chaplets out, 
And silver circlets deck the guelder-rose ; 
Blossoms are blushing on the apple tree. 
And all around upon the orchard boughs 
Those welcome harbingers of fruit are hung. 

The primrose and the violet have gone, 
Chaced by a host of many-colour'd flowers. 
That cluster thickly on the verdant banks ; 
And, hid among the reeds and sedges, sings 
That imitative sprite, the mocking bird. 
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At dusky eve the glow-worm lights her lamp, 
A cheering beacon to the nightingale, 
Which in its covert singeth sweet and clear, 
Whilst far away the cuckooes notes are heard. 
That bird of spring who chanteth night and day. 

Welcome, sweet May ! thou darling of the bard, 
Whether of ancient or of modem time; 
Thou month of spring-tide promise, smiling May, 
Thou month of blushing blossoms, and sweet flowers,. 
Thou " merry month," Uiou best-beloved of birds. 
Thou emblem of all fresh and beauteous things, 
I give thee welcome, and I bid thee hail. 
Thou art not honourM as in daya of old, .> 
When even princes out a-maying went, 
And yottthftd rustics usher'd in thy birth 
With music's sound, and lusty blast of horn, 
Whilst from some neighbouring wood they branches 

broke. 
Adorning them with crowns of glowing buds. 
That they might deck their dwellings in thy praise. 
No more do maids at break of morning stray 
Where they may find thy bright and pearly dew. 
Which gossips tell will add unto their bloom^ 
And make them lovelier in their lovers' eyes. 
Seldom we see the village May-pole now. 
Rearing on high its flowery-crested head. 
Whilst active dancers whirl about its base. 
And quips and cranks and laughter loud abound. 
Thou hast no more the ancient Morris-dance, 
With fool grotesque, and young and beauteous queen: 
The fidr made Marian, with her crown of gold. 
Juggler, and friar, and prancing paste-board steed, 
Spaniard, Morisco, and the minstrel old. 
No more appear thy birth to celebrate. 
These have departed, but thou comest still. 
Rich in thy pristine treasures, lovely May ; 
The trees and flowers still glorify thy path, 
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And breeze and bird nake music unto thee ; 
Still dost thou to the poet gire delight, 
And, tberefore, do I wdcome thee again, 
Rejoicing in thj presence, lovely May. 



The '* ^orru-dofiM** WM an ancient Ii^lith gtiw pcenlitt to tbe fiitt of May. 
Before the time of Queen Elizabeth it waa compoaed of tvelve figacea. 1. The 
Baraan fool. wHh his yeUow alabberiog bib. 2. Maia Marian, the Qaeen of May. 
with a golden crown vpen her head, hair dishereNed, and in her left hand^'^d 
pink, as the enhlen of 9cmiiaer. (Their May Day of course now falls twelve 
days later. 3. A Franciscan friar, in the foil clerical tonsure, with 4iorded girdle 
and wallet, the grey-russet habit, a chaplet of white and ted beads in hit right 
hand, and looks, expressire of humility, ammercing with the ground. 4. Hocus 
Focus, in a jugglet^t Jerkin, with the Epimedium upon his forehead. 5. The 
Hobby-horse was a steed of pasle-boaid, in which the master danced, and dis- 
played tricks of legwdemain. anch as ** Threading the needle," «• ]>aggers in the 
nose," &c. ; his golden orown indicates the monarch of the May* <6. ▲ down, or 
Tillane. 7. A franklin, or gentleman. 8. The May-pole, painted yellow and 
black in spiral Unes. Upon it were displayed the red cross of St George, or the 
banner of England, and a white pennon emblazoned. 9, Tom, the piper, as the 
ancient minstrel, with his pipe and iembwr ie htuqw. 10. A Spaniard, with flying 
sleeves. 1). A Morisco, in a purple coronetted cap and feather. 12. Thecounter- 
feitfool, with his bauble, cock's-comb and bell, and, what a foors cap ojiTer lacked, 
the asinine auricles. 
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LOVERS' EYES. 



Oh ! I will ask thee not to say 

That I am dear to thee ; 
When from thine eyes fond glances stray, 

They speak enough for me. 

Ever should maiden's lips coxiceal 

What lovers long to loiow, 
And let the eyes alone reyeal 

The bosom's cherish'd glow. 

The tongue can never truly tell 

The feelings of the heart; 
The love that is unspeakable 

Must from the eyes depart 

Beloved one ! avert thou not 
From me those stars of light — 

Bereft of their bright rays my lot 
Would be but dbeerless night. 

Then let our eyes each other greet, 

More bliss we shall reeeive, 
When our warm glances fondly meet^ 

Thaa words in hours could give. 

For lovers' eyes will often be 

Like unto mirrors fair, 
And the observing gaze may see 

The soul depicted there. 
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Thus, dearest ! my enamoured look 
Shall read the soul in thine, 

Andy oh ! belieye me, I can brook 
To place before thee mine. 



THE LADY OF MY HEART: 



My love is like a sweet young flower^ 

That shrinketh from the eye ; 
My love is like a beauteous star, 

That trembleth in the sky : 
My love is feir, yet she dotili fear 

That other eyes should see 
The loveliness she would reveal 

To me, and only me. 

I breathe her name in solitude. 

And not in haunts of men ; 
I muse on her when none are nigh,. 

In lone and shadowy glen ; 
I even fear the very breeze 

My secret love should share ; 
I even fear to breathe her name 

Unto the sighing air. 

We roam at eve by silver streams, 

We shun the glare of day — 
Oh, eyes and cheeks look lovelier far. 

When viewed by twilight gray. 
We wander 'neath the golden stars, 

I look on the blue sky. 
Then turn away from heaven to earth, 

And gaze upon her eye. 
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We seat ourselves on some green mound, 

And dream of times of old, 
Of minstrel's lays, and lady-love, 

Of page, and warrior bold ; 
We speak of pilgrim bow'd with age, 

Who sought some lady bright. 
Then casting oflF his years and weeds, 

Reveal'd her own true knight. 

X tell some legend of the days 

When gallants broke the lance. 
And fought and bled on warlike field, 

For one approving glance ; 
And when is told the high-wrought tale 

Of deeds beheld no more. 
She smiles, and says " Oh, love we not 

As well as they of yore ?" 

I loved her long, but dared not hope 

That I her love had won ; 
Yet she that blest my dreams by night, 

I waking could not shun : 
I stole one even near her bower, 

Where I might stand unseen. 
And saw the image of my heart, 

'Mid flowers and branches green. 

She knelt, with upraised eyes and hands, 

Like some enchanted dame. 
And, whispering low, in words of love 

She syllabled my name ; 
I stood entranced, nor spoke nor moved, 

A statue rooted there. 
Gazing with wilder'd soul on her, 

The maid who knelt in prayer. 

The honey-bee was hastening home. 

With perfume from the flower, 
But sighs more sweet were breathed for me, 

Within that lonely bower : 
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A moment, and our lips had met — 
The bright moon saw us party 

And heard me row to love till death 
The lady of my heart 



TO AN INFANT. 



Sweet babe^ that clingest to thy mother's knee. 

As to the oak the loving ivy clings, 
Ah, would that I were once again like thee ! 

Woe comes with years, and care with reason 
springs. 

No breath of sin e'er stained those lips of rose ; 

The glance of joy that flashes from thine eye 
O'er thy fair cheek a witching halo throws. 

Like landscape glowing ^neath a cloudless sky. 

How quickly is awoke thy childish mirth. 
As quickly, too, are caused thy dew-like tears; 

But dies thy grief the moment of its birth. 
Whilst mine is heartfelt and endures for years. 

Thy grief! oh, is it grief? — a summer shower 
Lasting an instant, then 'tis bright and fair ; 

A passing cloud amid a sunny hour — 
Mine is the chilling winter of despair. 

I am not aged — I am young in years — 

O'er blighted hopes, perchance I have not wept, 

Yet have I sorrow'd unrelieved by tears. 
And my sunk eyes have care-fraught vigils 
kept. 
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I would that I were once again like thee ! 

Mj wish is vain — life is not as the tide 
That onward flows, then back again doth 

It is a stream that onward aye must glide* 

Man is a boat launcVd on a stormy sea, 
Exposed to every shock of wind and wave. 

Running his course unto eternity — 
He droops his sails — his harbour is the grave. 

Thy sails are spread, and beautiful art thou. 
Bright be thy journey o'er life's troubled 
stream; 
Though much I fear the joys thou dream'st of 
now 
Will all, alas, prove but to be a dream.^ 



THE CAPTIVE KNIGHT. 



He did not jdeld as cowards yield. 

Upon the battle-plain ; 
Full many a dint was on his shield. 

His corslet reft in twain ; 
The bright blade of his falchion good 
Was cover'd o'er with Moslem blood. 

The waving plume his helm had left, 

And broken was the lance 
That many a guarded heart had cleft. 

Yet quail'd not his proud glance. 
Till foeman's hand, with dastard blow. 
Struck him, amid his conquests, low. 
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They bore him to a castle-keep, 

Begirt with massy stone, 
And in a dungeon dark and deep 

The captive-knight was thrown, 
Distant from cheering voice, and far 
From steel-clad hosts and sound of war. 

Was this a fitting place for him, 

A gay and noble knight ? 
And must his glory thus grow dim, 

Thus end his pathway bright ? 
The damp his balm for festering wound, 
His couch the chill and clammy ground. 

He had been lulled by perfumed sigh 

Unto a gentle rest. 
O'er him a rich-wrought canopy, 

His pillow beauty's breast; 
And who to his fair bride should tell 
He languished in a loathsome cell ? 

They left him in his solitude. 

To sicken, droop, and moan. 
The coarsest bread his only food. 

His seat a crumbling stone ; 
A stranger to the light of day. 
They let him pine and waste away. 

Then brought they robes and gems of price. 

To be to him a dower, 
If he his faith would sacrifice. 

And own their prophet's power ; 
With flashing and indignant eye 
He spum'd Aem, and he ask'd to die. 

They loaded him with heavy chain. 

And taunted bitterly. 
Told him he had not ask'd in vain, 

For he with dawn should die; 
And then they left him to his fate. 
Fearless, though doom'd and desolate* 
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Night veils the gloomy keep around. 

Anon is heard a clash. 
And warlike men with thundering sound, 

The gate of dungeon dash ; 
And brightly breaks the mom to see 
The Moslem quell'd, the Christian free. 



HOPE. 

(FROM THE GERMAN OF SCHILLER.) 

Men ever yearn, yea, even in their dreams, 
They breathe a sigh for better days ; 

Within their course a golden future seems, 
Which they pursue with eager gaze. 

The world grows old, and then in youth appears, 

Yet man still hopes for better coming years. 

Hope ushers into life the helpless child. 

Ever in boyhood fluttereth nigh ; 
By its charm'd light the youth is still beguiled. 

E'en with the old it doth not die ; 
For when unto his weary rest man wends. 
From the cold grave celestial Hope ascends. 

It is no vain and flattering conceit, 
That in the foolish brain hath birth. 

Loud doth the heart the truth repeat : 
We were not bom alone for earth. 

And well may we the inner voice believe. 

For that will ne*er the hoping soul deceive. 
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THE MAIDEN'S FLIGHT. 



My bark is upon the river, 

In the gale its white sails quiver ; 

Oh ! hasten on, 

And trust to one, 
Who'll love thee and guard thee ever. 

The rose, in the night-dew steeping, 
Like a blushing bride is weeping. 

And bright and clear 

The waves appear. 
Around me in silence creeping. 

Now sleep the tired world is hushing, 
I hear but the low winds rushing. 

And murmuring fall 

Most musical. 
Of a fountain's silver gushing. 

Doth fear o'er thy spirit hover ? 
Oh ! none will thy flight discover ; 

Then come away — 

At dawn of day 
Who'll sever the wife and lover ? 

If the night's chill breath thou fearest. 
When thou in my bark appearest, 

Like Arab steed. 

Away we'll speed, 
And my bosom shield thee, dearest. 
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'Tis thy step I hear advancing, 

Thy form through the shadows glancing : — 

With thee, my bride. 

O'er flashing tide, 
My bark is merrily dancing ! 



ON THE DEATH OF A YOUNG LADY. 



The star we ga^e on, from our sight may fade, 
The loveliest flower be blighted and decay'd. 
The joyous fawn may perish in its glee, 
The dove be stricken in its wanderings free. 

Weep, beauty, weep ! thy fairest form hath fled ; 
Mourn, Virtue, mourn ; thy favourite child is dead ; 
Weep ye for innocence, weep ye for truth. 
Mourn ye for loveliness, mourn ye for youth. 

Sleep, gentle girl, why should we mourn thy doom ? 
Why weep to lay thee in the silent tomb ! 
Vain are our tears, vainly do we repine — 
Grief still is ours, but happiness is thine ! 

Sweet saint ! yes gone from earth, such is thy fate, 
Whilst here we linger, sad and desolate ; 
Frail are the things that claim our earthly love — 
Thy joys are lasting in thy home above. 

Oh ! never ! never ! did a brighter form 
Seek the cold dwelling of the loathsome worm ! 
Resigned and pure — when pass'd thy last faint breath, 
A siiSess virgin sought the arms of death ! 
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The household group assemble Tound the hearih, 
Where late uprose the sound of laughing mirth ; 
And thou art wanting, with ihy voice so glad — 
Thy kindred miss thee, and their hearts are sad. 

Full many a tear hath dimm'd thy mother^s eye, 
That thou the young and dearly loy'd should die ; 
And droop'd in woe the spirit of thy sire, 
To see the daughter of his hope expire. 

Thy sister, too, the fair and graceful one. 
Long will she miss thee, long in musings lone, 
Think of the form that by her side did stray, — 
The good, the beautiful, the kind, the gay ! 



THE SIBYL. 
A PICTURE. 



Turn not away thine eyes from me^ 

What, though, by wizard art. 
Pictured upon thine hand I see 

The secrets of thine heart ; 
No darkling thought of care or sin 

With thee hath found a place, 
But all is beautiful within, 

Fair as thy form andYace. 

As yet there has not been a blight 

Upon thy maiden years ; 
The flashings of those glances bright. 

Have ne'er been quench'd in tears. 
The future cometh to my call. 

The past — I see it still ; 
The past, the present, future — all 

Are given to my skill. 
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Thou hast had dreams of happiness, 

In days that now are gone ; 
The future it hath bliss to bless 

Thy lot, thou lovely one. 
The chosen of thy secret flame, 

I'll breathe it in thine ear — 
Nay, start not, blush not at his name. 

For he is true as dear. 

Oh, there is many a beauteous maid, 

Whose fate is wrapt in gloom. 
And many a form of grace doth fade. 

And find an early tomb ; 
Thine is a sunny horoscope, 

The visions of thy youth, 
Each wish of thine, each cherisli'd hope. 

Will end in joy and truth. 



TO MARGARET. 

There is a magic in the scented breeze. 

Which conjures up the images of flowers; 

A simple tone recalls departed hours. 
And fills the heart with youthful ecstacies : 

And thus, fair Margaret, thy pearl-like name 
Findeth an echo in my bosom's cell, 

And tells of days when idle dreams of fame 
Stirr'd not the waters of my soul's deep well. 

But let me not look back, through cares and tears, 
To the returnless moments of the past; 

Oh ! rather let wish thee future years. 
Without a shadow on their brightness cast. 

Did I possess o'er destiny the power. 

Unclouded joy should ever be thy dower. 
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OH ! MY HEART IS SAD WITH DREAMING. 



Oh ! my heart is sad with dreaming 

Of the joys of other years; 
Dear eyes are upon me beaming, 

Whose loss I have moum'd with tears^ 



A cloud hangs for ever o^er me, 

For life's sunny way is past, 
And the path, that lies before me, 

Is dturk as the midnight bla^t. 

I weep for the bKss long perisVd, 
For the loved ones pass'd away, ^ 

For the hopes my young heart cherish'dy 
But to mark their lights decay. 



Joy hath a memory of sadness. 
And my soul is all of gloom ; 

Oh ! the Uioughts of days of gladness 
Are as flowers strewn o'er a tomb. 
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SLEEPING AND WAKING. 



The iron tongues of time have long peal'd forth 
The mid-hour of the night — with sullen sound 
Their tones again ring on my startled ear, 
As I awake from fever-troubled dream. 
My lips are parched, my frame is tired and spent^ 
For I have raced o'er hot and sandy plains, 
And I have climbed up steep and horrid cliffs ; 
Plunged desperate in the dark and rapid stream , 
And leap'd o'er chasms where one false bound were 

death, 
Whilst the loose soil hath shiver'd 'neath my feet : 
Monsters, whose likeness waking eye ne'er saw, 
Changing each moment both in shape and size — 
Now shooting out to most gigantic height, 
Then again shrinking to a dwarfish mould. 
With features varying like a storm-blown vane. 
And in their every aspect loathsome, foul. 
Demons and fiends, hideous in mien and form, 
Have follow'd hot and closely in my track. 
Turning the air to poison with their breath. 
And howling in mine ears loud shrieks of bate. 
Now whilst my mind is scarcely dispossess'd 
Of the wild phantoms of my dreadful dream. 
Again I hear a loud and piercing shriek. 
And bitter curses borne upon the wind ; 
Words hiss upon mine ear, whose very sound 
Strikes on the mind like to a poison'd shaft, 
Wounding and shattering pure and virtuous thoughts. 
The words are breathed by lips which God design'd 
Should utter only syllables to bless, 
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And soothe man^s heart, as oil the billowy sea: 

'Tis woman's voice that mingles with the blast — 

Fierce imprecations from a female tongue, 

And passionate bursts of scorn and reckless rage, 

And impure thoughts in horrid language drest, 

Like pestilential taint, poUute the night. 

Blent with some drunken ruffian's hoarse deep oath, 

Perchance the prelude to a fearful blow. 

Oh, most revolting and debasing thought, 

That she who should grow up our light and guide, 

Whose mind should glass all chaste and holy joys. 

Should be herself by wandering lights misled, 

Till the bright mirror of her once pure soul, 

Mildew'd by sin, should be all blotted o'er. 

Distorting every image it reflects. — 

The sounds have fled — I court again repose : 

Than such reality more welcome sleep, 

Throng'd though it be with angry, vision'd fiends. 



THE KEEPSAKE. 



Not in haJls where wine-cups glisten, 
'Mid a gay and gallant throng, 

While fair ladies smiling listen. 
Now is heard the minstrel's song. 



Not in lists of knightly glory. 
Where the silver trumpets bray, 

Gleaneth he his themes of story — 
Other deeds inspire his lay. 



Digitized byCjOOQlC 



POETICAL WORKS. 229 

Nought he sees of jousts and charges^ 

Steel-clad men have left the plain, 
And the haughty baron's largess 

Doth not now await his strain. 

No proud damsel's cheering glances 

Beam upon her favour'd knight ; 
Mailed men with pennon'd lances, 

From the world have taken flight. 

Yet the bards are not in slumbers, 

Still their magic notes are heard, 
Still shall flow the poet's numbers, 

Quenchless as the song of bird. 

Even in the crowded city, 

(Nought save din and smoke around,) 
Breathing some impassion'd ditty, 

Is the musing minstrel found. 

Casting charmed records round them. 

Wander on the tuneful throng : 
We have caught stray leaves and bound them 

In our lowly wreath of song. 

Though no splendid tome we proffer, 

We would thoughts of joy awake — • 
Cherish then the gift we offer. 

Keep it for the poets' sake. 
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LINES ON A TOMB, 

THE IMSGRIFTZON OF WHICH WAS EFFACED BT TIME. 



O house of death ! thou mouldering tomb, 

Thou marble palace of the dead, 
Whom hast thou shut up in thy womb. 

Thou monument of grandeur fled ? 
Vain was his hope who put his trust 

In thee for lasting fame ; 
For thou art hastening to the dust^ 

Like him whose tided name 
Was once emblazoned on thy side. 
Who on thee trusted, when he died, 

To tell posterity his fame. 
The lines have faded from thy brow, 

He thought would tell his worth ; 
His pride and power, where is it now ? 

Gone to its parent — earth ! 
On thee let pomp and wealth now gaze, 

And tell them this their lot-^ 
To live awhile in hireling praise. 

Then die, for aye forgot. 
And thou, that stUl dost seem to say 
Thou boldest more than common clay, 
Thou too wilt quickly meet thy doom. 
Thou relic of a once-proud tomb ; 
Crumbled to dust thou SQon wilt lie, 
No more wilt fix th' observing eye, 
And the inquiring gaze will pass. 
O'er thee, as o'er a worthless mass. 
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THE LOVER'S LAY. 



Around the flowers the night-winds sigh^ 

The bright dew gems the roses ; 
Each bud that loves the day-star's eye, 

With' folded leaf reposes; 
The moon is imaged on the lake, 

The stars around her wreathing; 
Then wake, my lady-love, awake. 

And list the lay I'm breathing. 



The silver waters of the stream 

Are kiss'd by drooping willow — 
Oh ! that a kiss might break thy dream, 

And call thee from thy pillow ! 
Darkness is in thy father's hall. 

Thy sire has long been deeping, 
And drowsy silence broods o'er aU, 

Save me, my lone watch keeping. 

Lady {air, do I watch in vain 

To meet thine eyes' bright beaming ? 
The moon shines through thy lattice-pane, 

Yet not on thee 'tis streaming: 
Away with doubt ! I see thee now. 

With thy golden tresses flowing — 
Thy lovely cheek and dazzling brow, 

Like a crimson rose-bud glowing. 
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MY HEART IS WITH THE DEAD. 



A lady sang unto her harp 

A low and mournful strain ; 
She strove to check her rising sighs, 

But ah ! she strove in vain ! 
She spoke of sorrow cherished long. 

Of tears in secret shed, 
And then, in trembling tones, she sang, 

"My heart is with the dead." 



She told how one, in other days. 

Had won her for his bride. 
And how her bosom throbb'd with joy, 

When by that loved one's side : 
Oh, God ! she mark'd his bloom decay, 

Till light and Hfe had fled ; 
"Ah me !" she sang, amid her tears, 

"My heart is with the dead." 



No more is heard that moumfiil harp. 

Which sorrow's hand had strung ; 
No more are heard those plaintive tones, 

The minstrel perish'd young ; 
The sunshine of her soul was gone, 

A gloom around was shed — 
She murmur'd with her latest breath, 

"My heart is with the dead." 
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THE PRISON VAN. 



The skies are dark, the rain comes dashing down. 
And trade-driven men are hurrying through the streets; 
The thick drops batter at my window-panes, 
The wind is hurrying by like viewless fiend^ 
Or phantom screeching in a sinner's ear, 
A sinner doom'd to die for murder foul. 
Who shrieketh in his vietim-haunted sleep. 
And wakes to gaze upon the hangman's face. 
The smoke beats downward from the chimney tops, 
The homeless wretch creeps soak'd and shivering on, 
Whilst rattling vehicles are sweeping by, 
Bearing the sons of commerce to their homes. 
Now rumbling o'er the dull and stony street^ 
There hurries on a gloomy-looking thing. 
The sombre chariot of vice and sin^ 
The barr'd and guarded dreary prison-van. 
What guilty hearts are throbbing in that cage ! 
What vengeful eyes are fiercely scowling there, 
Like new-caught tigers, glaring in their den ! 
There may be heard the hoarsely-mutter'd curse. 
And there are heard the moanings of despair. 
And there are breathed the first low sobs of crime. 
And bitter wailings of young erring hearts — 
Children whose births their parents hail'd with joy. 
And bless'd them as the harbingers of bliss, 
The bliss that was to sweeten life's last cup ; 
Fair girls are there whose beauty was their bane. 
Whose tones had been the music of their homes. 
Whose eyes once shone as bright as sunlit wells. 
Whose souls were once as pure as summer-springs. 
But unto them their loveliness had been 
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As gift bestow'd by some unholy power, 
To bring on the possessor doom of awe. 
There, too, is heard the laugh of hardenM guilt, 
Callous alike to infamy and shame — 
The sinner steeped in crimes of blackest hue, 
Who mocks the ear with strange and dreadful jest. 
It passeth on, that moving charnel-house. 
Freighted with dark remains of virtuous hearts. 



LOVE-DOUBTS. 



Hast thou a thought, my maiden-love, of me ? 

As I am toiling 'mid a wayward lot, 

Remember'st thou one who hath ne'er forgot ? 
Reckless of all, if but beloved by thee. 
It may be I have cherish'd love in vain ; 

Endured with hope, to find that hope depart ; 
Treasured, in secret, source of many a pain ; 

Kept but a worm to feed upon the heart : 
Even were it so, the shaft is driven, and now 

Rankling for ever in the breast it lies — 
Silk lash the string, fair lid the fatal bow. 

Hurried awav the arrow from thine eyes. 
Ah, speak my doom ! thou, only, life canst give- 
Wil£ thou then leave to die, or bid to live ? 
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THE ARAB'S LAMENT. 



Maisuna, thou art lost to me, 
A caliph claims thee for his bride. 

And thou no more, with footsteps free, 
Wilt wander, loved one, by my side. 

The caliph cannot love so well 
As did the simple Arab youth ; 

Oh, does thy memory ever tell 
Of lowly tent and heart of truth. 

When from her home they bore my love, 
I foUow'd far the gorgeous train ; 

But, ah, in vain — that rifled dove 
Ne'er blest my aching sight again. 

My steed was beautiful and fleet, 
And loved his Arab master well ; 

From mine own hand his food he eat. 
And shared with me the cooling well. 

No courser pass'd him in the race, 
When me upon his back he bore ; 

And when we follow'd in the chace, 
The ostrich vainly fled before. 

But onwards still the camels flew, 
The camels with the feet of wind; 

No longer could my steed pursue. 
And I was left in grief behind. 
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Yes, I was left behind in grief, 
A grief that evermore must be : 

One hope alone can give relief— 
Maisuna, dost thou think of me ? 



NATURE. 



I love to stand upon a mountain's top, 
And see below the cottage-homes of men, 
Far down beneath, like shadowy, snowy specks ; 
I love to be where not a sound can come, 
And I can feel as though alone with God, 
Where not an eye can look into mine own, 
Or still the secret heavings of my soul. 
Which seems as if 'twould quit its clay abode, 
And seek again the Heaven whence it came. 
Oft have my footsteps stray'd at early mom 
Beyond the precincts of the smoky town. 
Where I might wander through the lonely lanes, 
And breathe awhile the sweet, untainted air, 
And listen to the lark's clear hymn of dawn. 
All rural objects give to me a bliss, 
All Nature's sights and sounds to me are dear, 
And to my spirit bring a child's delight : 
The azure bells that deck the verdant hedge, 
The primrose with its pale and sunny hue, 
The rich-hued violet with its eyes of gold. 
Gleaming like jewels in a velvet fold ; 
The modest daisy, meek and " crimson-tipp'd ;" 
The shining yellow cups amid the grass. 
All give to me a joy I cannot speak. 
The trees I meet again as ancient friends, 
And smile to see them in their summer dress. 
Robed in a gay, rejoicing garb of green. 
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With blossoms shining out among their leaves. 
Dancing, like winged fays, to every breeze ; 
And oft in winter, when the icy ground 
Hath shivered sparkling 'neath my active tread, 
Mine eyes have dwelt upon those leafless trees. 
And as I gazed upon each naked branch. 
Within my breast hath stirr'd a sympathy — 
Those rugged forms have all look'd animate, 
Endow'd with feeling and with human thought ; 
Each branch hath seem'd a hand to supplicate 
That Heaven again would send them summer-hours. 
And feed them with its blessed sun and dews. 



NIGHT THOUGHTS. 



I think of thee in the stilly night. 

When others lie in dreams. 
And the moon is raining on the earth 

A shower of silver beams. 

* 
I think of thee when I see a star 

On a quiet stream look down, 
And flash again from its hidden depths, 

Like a radiant golden crown. 

I think of thee when I see its beams 
Rush forth from their glorious sphere. 

As though they loved their beauty to bathe 
In the waters cool and clear. 

I have thought that stream as a mirror might be. 

That star a maiden fair. 
Gazing in joy on her loveliness. 

As it shone reflected there. 
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Or I have thought that fair star loved 
The quiet stream's pure breast. 

And guarded its slumbers through the nighty 
And kissed it into rest. 

My faithful heart is as that stream, 

A mirror sweet of thee ; 
Thy beauty lights its inmost depths — 

Thou art that star me. 



THE WREATH. 



Bright are the blossoms of the scented May, 

Cull'd when the birds are sin^g on eadd thorn, 

When Spring laughs out, and Winter, old and grey, 
Flies from her presence with a look forlorn. 

And Earth, with smiles, salutes the sunny hours, 

Robed in her emerald garb begemmed with flowers. 

Glowing and gorgeous wUh ummmber'd dyes, 
The Summer breathes her perfumies to the air, 

While on each leaf the liquid diamond Hes, 
Glittering like jewel 'mid a young bride's hair, 

And golden bees forsake their busy cells, 

For nectarous draughts in blue and crimson wells. 

But if we twine the Spring-buds in a wreath. 
Their beauties hasten to a swift decay ; 

The Summer-roses die an odorous death. 

When we have borne them from their homes away; 

And we would form this simple wreath of ours 

Of things more lasting than earth's fading flowers, 
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For richer blossoms, therefore, have we sought, 
Foster'd by dews of the immortal mind, 

And we will hope the garland we have wrought 
Hath fadeless buds amid its leaves enshrined; 

Let Beauty sun them with her lustrous eyes, 

And be their gale her incense-breathing sighs. 

What dearer offering could the lover bring 

To her who meets him 'neath the trembling boughs, 

Than flowers which fade not with the transient 
Spring? 
Perchance more lasting than his own warm vows. 

If he his faith by fitting gift would prove, 

Our leaves are hallowM by the spells of love. 

If some dear Mend, beloved since childhood's time, 
Seek fame or fortune in a distant land, 

Here is a wreath that will not change with clime ; 
Place then the gift within the loved one's hand. 

And he wiU find, when he afar doth loam. 

That which shall tell his wandering heart of home. 

No venomed snake lies hid amid our leaves. 

To pour its poison into Virtue's ear ; 
No baleful weed its tangled meshes weaves. 

But undefiled is all that's gather'd here : 
In fair bowers, guarded by the spotless Muse, 
Have blush'd and bloom'd these Flowers of many 
Hues. 
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WE HAVE MET. 

We have met — ^tbou art gone ! 

I beheld thee in gladness ; 
Few moments passM on, 

And I left thee in sadness ; 
Thou art far from my sight — 

I regret thee in sorrow, 
As a sweet dream of night, 

Which we sigh for the morrow. 

Oh, the bloom of thy cheek. 

And the love-waking flashes, 
That so sunnily break 

Through thine eyes' silken lashes : 
Oh, the glow of thy smile, 

And the flow of thy tresses — 
I am bound by each wile, 

As the hawk in its jesses. 

I have gazed upon those 

With the eye brightly shining. 
With the cheek of the rose, 

And the graceful locks twining ; 
But my glance never fell 

On a form of such beauty 
As thine, whose deep spell 

Lures my heart from its duty. 

Though thbu may'st forget 

And though parted for ever. 
Of the time when we met, 

I shall cease to think never; 
Though thou think'st not of me. 

Still thine image I'll cherish. 
And remembrance of thee 

With my life can but perish. 
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TOWN AND COUNTRY. 



The sun is showering down his beams of Ugh t. 
And the hot streets send up their wreaths of dust^ 
Yet still moves on that ever-rolling stream 
Which hath its course 'mid crowded haunts of men; 
The merchant stiU is on his gain intent, 
Nor casts a glance upon the cloudless sky ; 
The belching chimneys still pour forth their smoke, 
As if in mockery of the heaven above; 
The toiling artizan still moles his way. 
And all goes on in its accustomed round. 
My spirit thirsteth for the pleasant fields. 
And die free breexe that sweeps o'er hill and vaJe, 
As one who droops and feiints for lack of air, 
Or craves for water in a feverish dream. 
Oh, for a ramble in a forest dim ! 
Oh, for a lonely walk amid the woods, 
Where the light scarce can struggle through the trees, 
Where twilight dwells for ever grey and pale, 
Lil^e aged monk within his cloister-walls. 
Where human voices can be heard no more. 
Where not a sound e'er breaks the leafy calm. 
Save song of bird, or passing breeze's sigh. 
Or tiny water murmuring on its way ! 
I pine and sicken 'mid these throng*d abodes. 
My nerves are shatter'd with the ceaseless hum 
Of tongues that ever speak of care and toil; 
The hurr3ring sound of many tran^pling feet. 
And all the noises of the busy streets. 
Lie on mv soul with an oppressive weight. 
Oh, God ! Thine is a sweet and pleasant world. 
And all Thy works are pregnaut with delight ; 
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Thy hand hath blessM and beautifyM them all, 
And made each scene a source of holy joy — 
From the huge mountain towering to the skies, 
To the small flower that hideth in the grass. 
What are the palaces of boasting man, 
What are the monuments which he calls vast. 
His temples and his splendid palaces. 
His marts for commerce, and his winged ships, 
And all the thousand glories of his art, 
Compared to Nature, where Thou reign'st alone ? 



WHO LOVES NOT BEAUTY? 



Who loves not beauty ? — ^beautiful thou art — 
Beauty being aye the cheerer of my lot. 

How could I look on thee immoved of heart, 
How bow to beauty, and yet love thee not ? 

I love bright eyes — thine are blue urns of light ; 

I love fair cheeks, and are not thine most fair ? 
I love the tresses lustrous to the sight, 

And sunny beams seem dallying in thy hair. 

I love to hold communion with the mind. 
Which is the seat of deep and chastenM thought : 

Taintless the spirit which in thee is shrined. 
And thy sweet voice with counsel wise is fraught. 

I love to gaze on forehead high and pure> 
Thy la&j brow of spotless white is seen ; 

Free form and cazriage do mine eye allure, 
Thou hast free shape and gracefulness of mien. 



Digitized byCjOOQlC 



POETICAL WORKS. 243 

All worthy loving I hare found in thee, 
All which is not I find from thee apart : 

The heart thou'st won thou can'st not render me, 
Then, dearest lady, give me heart for heart. 



DREAMS OF THE DEAD. 

It is the midnight's still and solemn hour, 
And eyes and flowers are folded up in rest, 

And glides the moon from out her sapphire bower, 
With veil of clouds and star-embroider'd vest ; 

And now there comes a voice to memory dear — 

I WEEP to hear it, and yet love to hear. 

It soundeth not as it was wont to sound. 

It greets me not with glad and laughing tone : — 

Ah ! how is this ? — I call and search around. 
Save mine own echo aU is still and lone; 

Nor voice nor form — ^perchance my senses dream — 

I hear what is not, yet I waking seem. 

It was HIS voice, the voice of my dead fkiend — 
Dead ! — speak the tenants of the silent grave? 

Have not earth's attributes a final end. 
When sinketh life in death's o'erwhelming wavel 

The spirit's destiny is hid in gloom, 

AU mortal things must perish in the tomb. 

'Twas but remembrance of what once hath been. 
And li^eth still within the sorrowing heart: 

Oh, mystic Memory ! for ever green 

We view the past by thy all-potent art — 

Thou can'st restore the forms whose loss we mourn, 

Thou rend'st the grave, and bursts the funeral urn. 
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And not alone unto my waking eyes 

Is imaged forth that loved, familiar form ; 

In the night's visions doth the past arise, 

And thoughts of him who dwelleth with the worm : 

I see him then — I hear, but not as now — 

His voice is glad, and health is on his brow. 

I bear him then as I was wont to hear, 

I see him then as he was wont to be. 
And comes his accents on my gladdened ear. 

As when of old we roam'd in converse free ; 
And each to each sought only to impart, 
Without disguise, the secrets of his heart. 

My buried friend ! thou unto me wert bound. 
Not by the ties which sordid beings bind. 

But I in thee a kindred nature found, 
Thou wert to me a brother of the mind ; 

Thou could'st not brook the worldling's narrow skill. 

And wert the martyr of thine own proud will. 

As one who sleeps and walks near rushing streams. 
Surrounding dangers passeth heedless by : 

So did'st thou live, wrapt in aspiring dreams. 
Viewing the world with a regardless eye ; 

With sickening soul mingling with soulless men, 

Thou lived'st and died'st a god-form'd denizen. 

Thou wert the child of high and lofty thought. 
Borne by the tide of thine own heart along; 

With chainless mind thine uncheck'd spirit sought. 
On soaring vring, the towering mount of song ; 

Thou died'st or ere its proudest height was won — 

A tameless eagle stricken near the sun. 
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THE FABEWELL. 

Oh, fare thee well ! — heed not my sigji, 

The offspring of a broken heart ; 
Mind not the dimness of mine eye, 

Though from it burning tear-drops start ; 
Think not upon my sunken cheek, 

Deem it consumption's slow decay ; 
Oh ! look not on my form so weak, 

Soon from the earth 'twill pass away. 
I know thou art another's now, 

Thou feelest now another flame. 
Another claims thy lasting vow, 

Whilst I alone am still the same — 
Yes, still I love, as true, as well. 

As when I pressM thy cheek. 
And thy bright eyes would fondly tell 

The love thou could'st not speak. 
Still can I gaze upon that face, 

That beautiful and gentle eye, 
That fairy form, so full of grace, 

Those cheeks which shsune the roses' dye : 
That face still seems so free of guile. 

That, doting still, again I seek 
To find the glad, the sunny smile 

Which used to dimple Uiat soft cheek ; 
But 'tis in vain — I see not there 

The welcome there was wont to be — 
Thy blue eye still is bright, but where 

Is that dear glance which beam'd on me ? 
As from the youthful dreamer's mind. 

Visions of light and joy depart, 
Passing, and leaving naught behind. 

Save what is pictured on the heart : — 
So unto me thy lost love be ; 

And should'st thou, in thy beauty's bloom, 
When I am gone e'er think of me, 

Oh ! shed no tear upon my tomb. 



Digitized byCjOOQlC 



»i6 



ROOBRSON'8 

Oh ! sully not thy lovely eye, 

Oh ! wet thou not that cheek so fair, 
But let this check thy bosom^s sigh — 

I shall be free from earthly care ; 
Nor weep nor sigh, for I would not 

Sorrow for me should ever dwell 
With thee, though faithless — but forgot 

Be all my woes in this farewell ! 



BEAUTY'S MORNTAND NOON. 

I saw thee first a young and genOe child, 
That ne'er had dream'd of sorrow or of sin ; 

By the world's taint thou wert all undefiled. 
And fair without as thou wert pure within : 

I almost deem'd that time would stay his wing, 

Lest he should scathe so beauteous a thing. 

Like the gazelle's thine eye was shy and bright. 
Thy step was as the antelope's free tread ; 

Thou lived'st and moved'st in radiance and light, 
And where thou wert a joy around was shed — 

As some wild flower that springeth up in bloom. 

And fills the breeze with its own sweet perfume. 

I thought not that the world could e'er hold aught 
More rich in beauty than thy form of grace. 

And 'mid earth's loveliness in vain I sought 
For aught so lovely as thy sunny face ; 

I saw and bless'd — for years we dwelt apart. 

Yet still thine image linger'd with my heart. 

We met again — thou wert a child no more, 
I look'd upon a graceful, sylph-like maid. 

Such as was said to haunt, in days of yore. 
The dreams of bard by fount and forest shade ; 

And childhood's charms had yielded one by one 

To riper bloom, as stars yield to the sun. 
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She I beheld in life's enchanted morn, 

Deeming naught lovelier e'er could bless my sight, 
Even as the day from the fresh dawn is bom, 

In her ftdl noon of beauty shone more bright — 
The palm of loveliness was still thine own. 
Thou wert exceU'd, sweet, by thyself alone. 



SIR OSRIC. 

A BALLAD. 



The sun had ceased to gild the tower, 
And bright uprose the moon. 

But the lady had left not her bower^ 
To view the light aboon. 

ThaiJbeauteous lady wish'd not no^ 
To gaze on moonbeams pale. 

Nor yet to feel upon her brow 
Tne evening's fragrant gale. 

For though she well did love to look 
On moon and starlight clear. 

Her place upon the tower she took. 
To greet a sight more dear. 

Her lord had been unto the war. 
And she hoped, ere fled the night. 

To see upon the hills afar, 
His armour glancing bright. 

Not long fair Rosalie did stand 

Upon her station high. 
Before she saw a gallant band, 

With swiftness drawing nigh. 

And waving proudly o'er the rest, 
When they had reach'd the plain. 

She saw a white and dancing crest. 
In that most goodly train. 
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Now well she knew (he noble knigfat. 
Now fondlj gazed on him. 

Who rode on, like a glorious light. 
That made all else look dim. 

His signal-horn the warder blew. 
For the massy bridge's fall, 

And from her height die lady flew. 
Unto the trophied hall. 

She felt almost too much of bliss, 
A joy she could not speak, 

When her own true Sir Osric's kiss. 
In transport, pressM her cheek. 

Soon was the costly banquet spread. 
The golden goblets gleam'd. 

And sparkling wine was flowing red. 
While lamps of silver streamed.] 

Loudly the minstreFs bright harp rang, 
The high-bom guests to please. 

And bold Sir Osric's praise he sang. 
And beauteous Kosalie's. 

The guests were listening to the song. 
When, stain'd with dust and blood. 

An armed stranger joined the throng. 
And sternly 'mid them stood. 

Upon the gallant chief he gazed, 
With fiercely scowling look. 

And thus Sir Osric, much amazed. 
His unknown guest bespoke. 

^' What seekest tliou, oh, stranger knight. 
That thus, with angry lour, 

Thou comest, like a chilling blight. 
Upon our festal hour. 
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^' If but a shelter thou dost crave, 

Sit and partalce our cheer ; 
The noble and the steel-clad brave 

Are ever welcome here." 

" Thy courtesy I will not brook, 

Nor taste thy cheer, Sir Knight, 
Though yet I have not food partook, 

Since broke the morning light* 

" I come from out thy foemen^s band, 

With peril thee I've sought, 
Yet I have track'd thee o'er the land, 

And danger set at naught. 

*^ Beneath thy sword my brother died. 

With deep and savage thrust. 
And me, while battling by his side. 

Thou madest to seek the dust 

" And, when I rose, an oath I swore. 

That needful rest or food 
My wounded frame should taste no more. 

Till hate was quench'd with blood. 

^ I swore that let our meeting be. 

Whether at feast or shrine. 
My sword should force the life from thee. 

Or thou shouldst sever mine. 

** As I did vow, now here I stand. 

On thee to clear my fame ; 
If thou refusest, thee I brand. 

And coward do proclaim !" 

Up from his seat Sir Osric sprang. 

Confusion reign'd around; 
Where late the song of minstrel rang, 

Did woman's shrieks resound. 
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^' Quick, clear the hall,*^ Sir Osric said, 
^^ Such words I must not hear ; 

For wine, the blood shall now flow red, 
Revenge thou shalt have here.^ 

In terror all the ladies flew, 

Sore wept sweet Rosalie ; 
But tears were vain, too well she knew 

The combat now must be. 

Each firmly grasp'd his weapon bright; 

Where late the guests had been, 
All glowing with a joyous light, 

Was soon a warlike scene. 

And long <iid they the battle wage, 
With fierce and deadly heat ; 

The stranger fought with desperate rage, 
The knight with courage meet 

At length a thrust Sir Osric made. 
And made it not in vain — 

He cleft with his good, trusty blade, 
The foeman's heart in twain. 

Triumphant shouts did shake the roof. 
When ended this strange strife ; 

Again was discord held aloof, 
And joyfiil sounds were rife. 

Upraised their golden cups they held. 
Loud burst the minstrel's lays, 

And louder still his notes he swelled. 
In bold Sir Osric's praise. 
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GORDALE SCAR,* 



My mind is haunted, Gordale, by thy form^ — 
Thou hall of stone unbuilt by humai^hands, 
Thou rocky temple of the living God, 
WhereW I turn I see thee grey and old. 
If we could penetrate the far-off past, 
What legends strange might cling around thy 

name : — 
Thou art too solemn for wild fairy elves,. 
Too sacred for their gambols 'neath the moon ^ 
Nor evil spirit ever haunted thee. 
Satyr, nor gloomy spectre of the night. 
But some good man, aweary of the worlds 
Might erst have made thee his calm hermitage^. 
Far from the sounds of tumult and of gain. 
A holy quietness about ihee lies. 
Unbroken save by the aweet gurgling sound 
Of silver water coursing down thy side. 
Thou need'st no pealing organ's solemn tone, 
Nor voice of psalin to strike us with deep awe,. 
But entrance made within thy unhewn gate, 
And reverential worship fills the soul, 
And silent adoration swells the heart, 



* Oordale Scar is one of the most gnmd'and striUag feataKS of Yorkshire seen* 
ery. It is situated in CraTen, and the approach to it lies hetween two stotely 
mountains, dotted orer with grey and rocky protuberances. A brook flows by 
your feet, and all around has a tendency to interest the eye, and calm the mind. 
But you are entirely unprepared for the vast stony chamber which suddenly bursts 
upon you as you turn an angle of the rocks. Tou seem at once shut out f^om com- 
munion with all but God himself, and feelings of de?otlon and admiration press 
upon yon with an almoft painful iensation. 
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Too mighty to be audible in words. 

The mind seems paralyzed with wonderment, 

And, as we rest upon thy stony side. 

We almost feel as though some wondrous spell 

Were changing us to nature like thine own. 

Thy ceiling bears no carven imagery, 

It is the heaven^s. eternal dome of blue. 

By day emblazon'd by the gorgeous sun, 

By night with myriad starry lamps of gold, 

And the moon's urn of white and lustrous light. 

At times the lightning, Kke a curbless steed, 

Heralds the thunder's melancholy roar, 

And rushes o'er thee with its mane of flame ; 

But Uiou art still the same — in calm unmoved, 

Unshakeable amid the wildest storm. 

The towers and palaces of mighty kings, 

With all the work« which tireless science rears. 

And generations that have plann'd and built, 

And heavenward soar'd wim great and godlike skill. 

Will rise and fall, and crumble to decay; 

But thou, wild temple, rugged, hoar, and old, 

May'st keep thy form unchanged through countless 

years. 
And meet time's frown with gaze almost as stern. 
Farewell !: thou place of many worshippers. 
Thou ancient mentor speaking unto man, 
And shaming down at once his boasting pride ; 
Thou earthly type of strength and power divine. 
Where aU who enter breathe an inward prayer, 
And humbly bow their spirits unto GodT 
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INSCRIBED TO JOHN BOLTON ROGERSON. 
BY PHILIP JAMES BAILEY, 

AUTHOR OP " PBSTU8." 



Apollo laid his lyre upon a stone — 

The stone was seized with music, and the 
touch 

Of mortal could awake the god*s own tone 
For ever after. Marvel ye not much : 

Wherever God may choose, or man may dwell. 

This is an ever acting miracle-. 

When once the gift of godlike poesy 
Hath touched the heart, it answers every 
thing. 
In its own tongue, but in a harmony 
Instinct with heaven^ Let the world then 
fling 
Its arms of honour round the poet's breast, 
And heaven shall hear earth's music,, and have 
rest. 
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OPINIONS OF THE PRESS 

ON THE AUTHOR'S PREVIOUS PUBLICATIONS, 



Characterised by deep feeling, an elegant fancy, an expression 
always chaste and simple, and frequently picturesque. It includes, 
. also, several domestic pieces which are of singular fidelity and 
beauty. It is pleasing to us to find that the dominion of poetical 
libertmism is passing away ; and that the holiest relationships of 
nature are not now considered as themes too insipid for song.«— 
Monthly Magazine, 

Mr. Rofj[erson has made himself a reputation in tiie world in 
which he Lves,. and gained many well-wishers beyond it, by a pre- 
vious volume entitled ** Rhyme, Romance, and Revery," in which 
he aimed at expressing more than one of the moods of the lyre, — 
passing ** ftom fifrave to gay, from lively to severe," — and recorded 
some pleasant thoughts and graceful fimcies* His present volume 
will be less popular, because it is less varied ;. but it exhibits the 
same pure tastes and right feelings. — Athmoamn, 

The present efforts are marked by that kindly feeling and grace- 
fiil versification which characterize their authoe's former productions. 
His townsmen have reason to congratulate themselves upon the 
emanation of this volume'from the centre of manufacturing industry, 
since it proves that Manchester is capable of giving forth poetry as 
well as cotton prints. It remains to be seen whether they will pa- 
tronise the one as heartily as they produce the other. The poet nas 
our best hopes that such will be the case. — Pictorial Times. 

Articles of humoiuv and passages of pathos ; stories of mirth, and 
suffering and passion ;, fiiiry tales and lays of love ; fire-side scenes 
and records of happy home-bom affection, are here all touched upon, 
and succeed each other in this channing volume with equal beauty 
and diversity. The sentimental and poetical portion of tibe book is 
especially disdnguished by a pure and delicate simplicity of thought 
and word, which, if assiduously cultivated, will place the author 
high in one of the most pleasing, popular, and effective departments 
of poetical literature— that of balkd composition.-Ziveipoo^ Chronicle, 

Our townsman has feivoured us with another volume of poetry^ 
bearing the impress of genius, and what is far better, developing 
the purest principles and sentiments of Christian truth. We can- 
not stoop to flatter Mr. Rogeison, but we can futhfully say of him» 
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Hhat he can write trae, vital poetry ; .and whilst he lays his offer- 
ings on the altar of virtue and religion, he has a double claim on 
the generous suffrages of his fellow-townsmen. There are in it 
sweetness and stren^h of language, and a pure and holy morality. 
The conclusion of the poem is written with simplicity and force, 
and reminds us of the glowing pictures of Gowper. There is a 
great number of other poetic effusions, on a diversity of general and 
K>cal subjects, many of them worthy the best efforts of our most 
successful poets. We augur -much from this publication ; for as 
Mr. Rogerson advances in the divine art of poesy, he gathers in his 
path not only the flowers of imagination, but plain, practical wis- 
dom, based on immortal truth, and appealing^ with irresistible power, 
to human feelings and sensibUities. We trust we shall yet see him 
hailed, in this vast district, as "The Bard of the People,'^' informing 
and elevating their minds, purifying their morals, and leading them 
by gentle, persuasive arts, to contentment and happiness here, and 
supreme bUss hereafter.—- ifoncAe^rtfr Times, 

Known among the poets of his day as one of the most amiable of 
their inspired brotherhood, is John Bolton Rogerson, of Manchester. 
From the manner in which his previous effusions have feeen receiv- 
ed by the press and the public, any recommendation, however flat- 
tering, would now be ^an entsely superfluoiis piece of service. — 
Sk^ldlria. 

Mr. Rogerson has come out inti dainty octavo, brimful of pithy 
poems and agreeable sketches. We would fain let Mr. Rogerson s 
Thymes speak for themselves, and first to enlist the heart of the rea- 
der, let us extract one verse from "The father on the loss of a twin 
child." The simplicity and pathos of these few lines are worthy 
of Wordsworth. There is much that is moving, a good deal that is 
liumourous, and no inconsiderable portion of truly interesting mat- 
ter in this volume. The great point in this young writer is the 
true heart-tone that pennies his verses. — Sunday Times. 

Another of those instances, of which the poet 6ums was so splen- 
did an example, where the impediments arising from a limited edu- 
cation have been set aside by the force of natural genius. The 
" Wandering Angel" is a beautiftil production, and could only have 
emanated from a highly cultivated mind, imbued with a deep senso 
of feelin^f. Many of the other poems exhibit the most lively fancy, 
and are mvariably set forth in Jans^age at once chaste, simple, and 
classical. Every portion of this e&gant volume bears evidence of a 
vigorous and lively imagination, witti descriptive powers of no com- 
mon orders — CunAerkuM Pacqwi. 

His sterling talents are alike a credit to himself and the land of 
his birth, and we doubt not will shortlv win for him a foremost rank 
among English poets. — County Herald. 

We have haa occasion to notice some of the author's former 
works in terms of approbation ; vnA the volume now before us is by 
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■no means calculafted to alter the opinion we have befote expressed. 
'The princroal piece in .the collection is entitled " The Wandering 
Angel." The tale is well told, and rivets attention to its close. In 
the " Metre for Music" there is a very pretty piece — ** Oh ! well do 
I remember," which bears a great similarity to " The Lady Weep- 
ing" of the Syrian poet, Ebn Alrami. — Hertford Mercury, 

He owes it to himself to concentrate his abilities on some impoiv 
tant subject, and we are fully persuaded that he would succeed, if 
he would remember the words labour and time — Metropolitan 
Magazine. 

i'here are in this volume many pieces of great beauty. The au- 
thor has intense feelings, and a Acuity of expressing them with tlie 
greatest advantage. There are specimens in this work of highly- 
nnished composition. — Weekly IHspatdi. 

The opinion we formed of its merits, at the time, has been fully 
corroborated by the literary publications of the day, who have all 
united in acknowledging the beauty and elegance of the language. 
And the truthful delicacy of the thought and*expression. — ManeKes- 
ter Advertiser. 

In every respect worthy of his high reputation as the poet of na- 
ture, feeling, and taste. The leading poem — ** T%e Wandering 
Angel," without being, an imitation, bears considerable similitude 
in the harmony of style and mellifluous verse, to Moore's " Paradise 
and the Peri." Many of the lines bear indelibly upon them the 
impress of genius and- originality of thought, and would be credita- 
ble to the more practised pen of Erin's bard. The ^ Metres for 
Music" are beautiful little gems, equal to any of the morceaus wed- 
ded to sweet sounds, which have recently been produced. — Tjfne 

Mr. Rogerscm's poetry dwells upon the sanctities of wedded love, 
delights to revel in the sweets of vurtuous affection, the reminiscence 
of early friendship, and the sacred breathings of parental affection. — 
Bradshau^s Journal. 

This is truly and emphatically a poem by a poet. Mr. Rogerson, 
in his elegant volume, has contrived to unite the graces and the 
charms of his prose writings into flowing and meUifluous veise. 
Each line teems with original thought and poetic beauty. The first 
poem is descriptive, didactic, and discursive. The style, without 
being anything approaching to an imitation, strongly reminds us of 
Akenside ; and the matter is sufficiently varied to prevent the in- 
terest from flagging, and sufficiently ^ood to render praise iustice, 
not flattery. There are few books which we have seen lately, that 
we have welcomed more heartily. John Bolton Rogerson, thou 
hast our best wishes. Go on and prosper l-^Btitish Statesman. 
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